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^nE last of the Plaj's-of Sophocles, hroaght out hyhis 
grandson five years after his death, associates CBdipus with 
the poet’s bnthplacc, Coloniis, on a little hill, with a temple 
.and grove sacied-to the Panes, about a mile distant from 
Athens. Heie, in extieme old age, Sophocles, expecting his 
own death, sang, with sympathy in eveiy tone, the death of 
CEdipus “ Fai as my eyes can leach,’' says Antigone to 
hei lather, 

fioe ftcifr 

With lofty turrets cioimecl, aud, if I err not^ 

Tins pltire is sncicd, b\ tlie lain el bhndo, 

Ohx-e and vine thick planted, and the songs 
Of nightingales s^sccMvarbling tluough the gjove " 

Hcie, nitluu sight of Athens, Sophocles was hoin about 
the year 495 before Chiist, five yeais before the batUe of 
Marathon He was about thirty yeais younger than 
ASschylns, whose ertant plaj'S hav e already been given in 
this Library, and fifteen '?eais older than Lniipnles, who'^e 
plays will beieafter be given These me the thicc Grech 
tiagcdians whose genius hud foi all Turopc the sti ong 
ioundation of the poetic drama, .^sehjbis, \sbesc Ino 
bnrued like that of an old Hebrew prophet, shaped his 
conceptions bioadly and grandly, with a force oi natuic that 
creates the foims'of art Sophocles followed, and uith 
the fine touch of a poet uoihing imdei influences of an art 
already vigorous and ti ue in mm, added new graces of his 
own, in the cleai light of his genius the (Jicth plav 
iipcned to the fulness of its beaut>. Then followed l.un- 
pides, periiaps raoic faulty’ than either of his predecessor'', 
but of the three most human, and to us model ns rich »n 
echoes of the thought of our own hearts, therefore if illou 
loved him 

Soplioclcs was the son of Sojihilus IIo was Irmncl 
Jibeially, and learned to so cveel in music, dancing, and in 
cserciscs ot the body, that it was he who we*, chosen, a" i 
south ol fafteen, to lead, naked .ind Ijro in hand, the song 
nud dance of inuniph for the victors at {?alami« About 
twelve years aftci wards, at the age of lwonty-®evtn, on a 
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conspifittouS oefasiion, when aocidont xnadc tlip lc.rl 5 ng ineU 
lu Athens umpires, Sophocles competed with yEfcoTi}!!!^ and 
won the piizc, for a play which is now lost 
withdrew for a time to Sicily, as has hccn told in the 
Intioduction to the Plays of iBschylus Sophoclcb remained 
at Athens in highest favoui, until it uas his turn, when 
veteian, to he oveicomo hy a youngei poet, and in the 3 car 
441 B c the fiist puze was won by Eniipides Of the J. la> s 
pioducedby Sophocles dating twenty-eight j ears, from the 
time "wheu he ovcrca^me ^schylus to the time Vf hcii he cis 
overcome by Euupides, not one lemains, 

But jn the iieKt yeai {440), when Ins age was fifty -fne, ho 
produced his Play of ** Antigone,” and foi the wisdom in its 
poetic counsels, which accorded with the policy of Penclcs, 
Sophocles was appointed one of the nine military leaders 
who w'eie associated with Pencles in the war against a fac- 
tion at Samos Pencles said of him that he unaerstood the 
mating of voises better than the marching of an army 
Mihtaiy duty did not distuih his calm 01 spoil his dinner';, 
and even in camp he gave good dinncis to his friends 
^schylns had won special distinction as a soldici , 
Sophocles neither won it noi oaied foi it 
At Samos, Sophocles made acquaintance with ITcrodotiis 
The poet and the historian met afterwards at Athens, and 
were friends For the last thirty'- foui yeais of his life 
Sophocles was a jjatnot in tioublccl limes, assenting often 
to a nevt best policy where best wits not attaiuahlc, and 
putting his heait lather into hxs Plays than into the wars of 
party that beset him He stayed by Athens and by Colouus, 
with 

tlie sonp« 

Of mghtiBgilei.sweDt.warblingtbiougU Ibc groic 

His Play of " Antigone ” was followed by “ Electia ” , next 
came, piobably, the “ Trachinim,” “CEdipus Tyianuu';,” 
" Ayav,” “ Philootetcs,” and “ CEdipus Ooloneus.” 

Sophocles had two sons one named lophon, whose 
mother was a free Athenian woman, the other, Aiiston 
whose mrthei was of Sicyon lophon was legal heir, but 
Anston had a son who was named Sophocles after hi- 
grandfather, and lophon was jealous ot the old man’s 
tenderness towards his grandson, fearing lest the boy micrht 
get some part of lophon’s inheiitance lophon theretorc 
imbhcly accused his father of imbecility — said that, hw 
mind being affected by his great age, he was not capable ot 
inalvinga will The old man replied “If I am Sophocles 
I ani not beside myself, aud if I am beside myse/f I am 
not bophocles He then lead, as evidence ot his sanitJI 
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choruG iu Mvect piaise of his native soil, from the 
USdipus at Colouus/’ which he had just wntten: 


I’hoiuui Lonio in hnpjn tinu* 
Slruigor, to thw bhbsful chnio, 

Long foi swiffe&t s(t('ds reiioi\ui*{I> 

« Tni Ml of tlie x egjou ruxnid 
Whexv boiiruth thou^ 

In tin* xleu-bospnnMed glide, 

AI ni\ jiIo\e loin niglitiiigalo 
Waibles tiuotbei jilaiutivo talc —it 


Tlic reader mil hud atp 287 the choiiis lu the Play, i»hich 
caused the ]iidgcs to dismiss the chaige of imbecility with 
ncclomatioii of a genius still fiesh That Sophocles bore no 
malice to liis son is mfeiied fioni auotliei passage 111 the 
same swan song, wlieie Antigone pleads to hei Jather tor 
Polj’niccs 

jReiiU'inbei, 'tis llij clnJU — 

Thou uulst begot bini , thoiigb lio wore tho ivorst 
Of sons to tliGo, }ct would it ill bccoiuo 
A fiitboi to lotuiu it Let bim come 
Otbeis liko tiicolmo base, unwortlij cbildicu 
And jet then miuds aiv softcued to foigivonoss 
I»j fnoxids’ adiice, nncl nil tlicir wnitli subdued ” 


Sophocles was about ninety ycais old when he died he 
was dead in the yeni 405. The eii3oyraent of his Plays will 
bo beigliteucd to the leader Avbo iccalls to memoiy the 
course of events m the histoiy of Athens duiing the lifcy 
years after the battle of Salamis , for a Jaigo part ot a true 
man’s life, and all his woih, lies an the w'oild that is about 
him. 


Eobei t Pottei , the tiau&latoi of iEscliylits, also tianslaled 
the Plays of Euiipidcs and Sophocles He was boin in and 
graduated from Emmanuel College, Cambiidgc, took oiders. 
and was incumbent, hist, of Seaming, and aftoinards of 
Lowestoft He wiotc poems of Ills own, w'bicb be collected 
m 1774, and published, tliiec >eais aftenv.n.ls, m one quarto 
lolume, bis tianshitiou of jEsclnlus lliis was lecened 
with ^ely gieat iaioiir, and was often lepublished, with 
addition of notes, m two \olumes 8vo In 17S1 Potter-? 
^scbylus was followed by the hrst volume of bis tianslation 
of Euripides; the second volume followed close upon tho 
-^first, 111 1782 In 17S3 Potter issued a pamphlet meant as 
vindication of Giay m "An Enquii} into some Passages of 
Dr. Johnson’s Lives of the Poets,” and m 17S5 foIIoiTcd 
a translation of the Oracle conceimng Babjdon, and the 
Sono- of Euiltnt'on fiom Isaiah, cbapteis MU and \iv la 
17S8 he completed his woik on the Gieck Tiagodiana Ly 
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publisamg his translation of Sopliocles. Ho (lie.l 
Otter’s woik was at its host and ^‘^i-liost his 
lus His tianslation of Euripidos was ii\ ailed by ol 
^Yoodhtlll, which appealed at the same time , and ins 
Sophocles did not Buipass the preceding tian«latiou ol IJi. 

Francklin , , , , ^ 

TheEev Hr Thomas Francklm was an older man, whose 
whole life was contemporary ivitli Samuel .Tohnson e. He 
was twelve years younger, but Johnson and he died m the 
same year, 1784 He dedicated to Joliuson Ins translation 01 
Lucian, and caught Johnson’s fancy by defining ^ 

toobmaking animal Johnson ho styled in his Heditiilion 
“the Demonax of the piesent age ; ” Lucian having de* 
scribed Demonax as “the best philosopher whom I ha\e 
ever seen or known " 

Thomas Franckhn (whose name was and is commonly 
spelt Hranklin) was boin in London in 1720, son to Jlobert 
E’rancklvn, printer of T?ic Cmjf/bmau, and odncaled at 
Westminster School He went on to Trimly College, 
Cambridge, graduated, and became a Hellow of his College ♦ 
also Greek Professor in the Hniveisity In Decembci 1758 
he was instituted vioai of Ware and Thnndcridge, and after- 
wards rector of Biaxted m Esses He proceeded to the 
degree of D D , and ho became chaplain in ordinary to King 
George the Third As a Gi eek scholar he translated Lucian 
as well as Sophocles His Sophocles, dedicated to tho 
Prince of Wales, appeared in 1759 Di Eiancklm wrote 
also two tragedies the “Earl of Warwick,” borrowed fron 
He la Harpe, acted with great success in 1767 , and 
“Matilda,” acted in 1775, with great applause, and 
borrowed trom Voltaire’s “Duo do Foix ” Eranckliu pro- 
duced also, without success, a two-act comedy called “ The 
Contract,” founded on D’Estouche’s “L’Amoui Us6” He 
also edited, with Smollett, a translation of Voltaire, in 
which nis own part was only a tianslation ot two of 
Voltaire s tiagedies “ Orestes,’ which was acted for Mis 
Yates s benefit m March 1769, and “Electia,” lu 1774 
n his own dayDi Erancklm lost popnlaiity hy seventies ot 
unugment as a writer m the Civtical Revieio when Smollett 
was its editor This caused Churchill to say of him — 


Otbeis for Prancklin voted, but ’twas known 
Ho sickened at all triumphs but bis own. 

He IS chiefly known to us now as the best 
century translator of the Plays of Sophootes 


eighteenth- 


XoFcmber 1886 
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DRAMATIS miSOX*® 


Mixerva 

ULVSStS 

Ajax 

Teomessa, WifeofAjaa 
Teecer, J}} other to Ajax. 


Aoamemvox 

MeXELAUS) 

MEaSENGER 

Chorus, composed of Anncni 
Men of Salamts 


ACT I 

, (Scene I,- — A Field vern (he 7\‘nf nf Aja\ 

A, Via sum, 

Minerva Son of La eiies th} mineariod sjant 
Is e^el ^^atchful to surpiise the foe^ 

I have observed thee Avandeiing midst the tents 
In seaich of Ajux, vheie his station lies. 

At th' utmost veige, and raeas’iing o’ei his steps 
But late impiessed , like (Spai'ta's hounds of scent 
Sagacious dost thou tiace him, noi in vain , 

Foi know, the man thou secksl is not fai from thee • 
Yondei lie lies, uilh reeking blow and hands 
Deep-sfained mth sfoie cease tbon fin seuch and tell 
me 

Wheieloic thou com’st, that so J in/n infoim 
Tin doubting mind, and best assist tin* ]nu}>0'*e 
TTia Mmem deaiost of th iininoifal pouei*. 
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For, thovigli I sec thee not, that well-knonn voice 
Doth like the T^Tihene tinmp a^^.v■ke my soul, 

Right hast thou said, I come to scaich iny Joe, 
Shield-beaimg Ajax him alone I seek 
A deed of hovroi hath he done this night, 

If it be he, foi yet we aie to know 

The certain proof, and theiefoio camo I hero 

A willing messenger . the cattle all, 

Our flocks and heids, are with their sliephcvds slain. 
To Ajax eveiy tongue imputes the enmo , 

One of oui spies, who saw liim on the plain, 

His suoid still leeking uith fiesh blood, (OiiGimcd it : 
Instant I fled to seaich him, and somelllnp^ 

I trace lus footsteps, which again I lose 
I know not how , m happy hour thou corn’ll 
To aid me Cioddess’ thy piotecling hand 
Hath 1 tiled me over, and to thco 1 tui^ 

3Iv futuie falo 

3Iin IknoNvitMcll Ulj'-<eb, 

And therefoie come to guaid and to a<!sist thee 
Piopitious to thy pmpo'ic 

Uly Dr> 1 right, 

My much-lovptl imstic^b 1 

DoubtlebS , hi*- foul deed 

Doth uell deseive it 


What could pioinpl Ins hand 
To such a desperate act ^ 

Achilles* aims ; 

His rage foi loss of them. 

Uly. But uheief ore thus 

Destroy the flock? 

Mis >T\vas in yoiu blood he thought 

His hands weie stained 

, . , Against the Gi ecians then 

Mas all his wrath? 

O' I. T •, pioved 

lo them, if I liad not prevented it. 

Uly M^hat daring insolence could move his soul 
Jo such a deed* 


4- it wandeied 

in secitt to attack vou. 



j, 

t-iA Did Iip coino 

Close lo our tents’ 

Ktoii lo the doubio poital 
AVhere rest, your olncfs 

^ "Wli.it ])onor could tben ultliholcl 

His mnd’niiig Imud ’ 

I purposely deceived 
Hi's siglit, and saved him horn the guilty joy, 

'rurning hi«i rage against the mingled flocks, 

Youi galhoied spoil, on these mtli violence 
He rushed, and slaughtered many, now he thought 
That he had slam th’ Atnd.c, now believed 
Some other chiefs had perished by his hand. 

I saw his madness and still urged him on, 

That he might fall into the snare I lauL 
Tiled ^\ith Ins slaughtei now lie binds an eliains 
The living luctim, drives the captive heid 
Home to his tent, noi doubts but they are men : 

Tiicre beats with many a stnpe the helpless foe, 

But I uill show thee this most glaring fienzy, 

I'hat to the Griecinns what thy eyes beliold 
Thou mayst loport, be confident, nor fear 
Ills utmost malice j 1 shall turn his sight 
Askant from thee. Ajax, u hat ho ' come forth, 

Thou u ho dost bind in chains thy captive foes i 
Ajax, I say, come foith before the poital [him, 

Hly. AVhat wouldst thou do, Mmeiva ? Do not call 
Mix 'What should TJlj sses fear ? 

Ulv * Oh ' by the gods 

I do enti'ent thee, let him stay uithin 

Mix. But wheiefoie? Thou hast seen him heie 
befoie 

XJly He ever was and is my deadliest foe. 

Mix Oh ' but to laugh an enemy to scoin 
Is miith most grateful. 

XJly. I had lather still 

He came not here. 

Mix. And art thou then afiaid 

To see a madman ’ 

XJijY ‘ I thoiild little diead 

The sight of Ajax in his betlei mind 



12 


AJAX 

He \m 11 not bee thee he thou c’ei so ucai . 

TJly Impossible ' his eyes aie still the fcamo 

Misr. But I shall throw a veil of daikness o er them 
XJly By poweis immortal all things may I'C aoiiP 
Mix Wait then in silence till he conics 
Ulv 

And yet 'tweio bettei to vetno. 

Mix Wlutho’ 

Aj.ix, again I call thee^ whcrefoic payst thou 
ISo little leverence to thy giiaidian poivorl 


SCBXB II 

Ajax, Miners a, Ulysses. 

Ajax Hail to the daughter of great J ove ' to Ihco, 
Minerva, hail ' Thou com’st in happy houi , 

For I ■vnll ciown thee ivith the golden spoils 
Which I have gained by thy asbisting hand 
Mix. Well hast thou spoke , but say, has Ajax 
dipped 

Ills spoai in Grecian blood? 

Ajax It is iny boast . 

I’ll not deny it 

Mix Did th' At\ idee feel 

Thj vengeful arm * 

Aux Tlipi nei er mil again 

Dishonom Ajnv 

If T undei stand thee, 

They aie both dead 

They aie, now let them come, 
And take my aims an ay 

But tell me, Aiax , 

Liaertes son, hath he escaped thy wrath ^ 

^^AX Talkst thou of him, that fox accursed 

Tliy foe, Ulysses ^ 

^ e Oh 1 he IS my captive, 

The fairest of my spoils, I haie him here, 

He slum not pemh vet^ 
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^Vhfl^ *\.in{ago Oien 
thou to fioul !us couiincjuont ^ 

Ajav Firet 

T 11 l 1 il^e him bound to tJjo j ilJ.u, 

And uliat then 

onliKl tlion inflict ? 

His limb'? all pm pled o’er 
M itb many a bloody stupe, he shall be slam, 

Mix J)o not toi input Inm thus 

Jn all tlungfj; else^ 

!Minoiv,i. would I giatify th^\ will, 

Hut this and ihis aloiu* must bo his late. 

Mix. >Sinop ’tis so pleading to tliee, be it so, 

JNorquit tin purpose, 

A.i\x I inusjt to my w'oilc, 

Thu^, gieat Minciwa, un^st thou ever smile 
Piopitious, on mc; and assist thvApax ' [Exit 


SCEXE III. 

MixmiA. Ulysses. 

Mix Beliold, Ulysses, here the mighty stiength 
Of power divine lived thoie a man raoie wise, 

Moie famed foi noble deeds than Apax w.is^ 

Uly Ivone, none indeed , das ' I pity him , 

E'en in a foe 1 pity such clisti css, 

For he is wedded to the woist of ivoes 
ITis hapless state icminds me of my own 
And tolls me that hiiil mortals aic no nioie 
Tlian a i.iin imago .and an empi}' shade. 

Min* Let such examples teach thee to bewaie 
Against the gods thou utter aught profane , 

And if pei chance in iiches or in poivei 
Thou shm’st superioi, be not insolent. 

For, know*, a day sufficeth to exalt 
Or to depiess the state of mortal man ' 

The wise and good are by the gods beloved, 

But thpse who practise ei*il they abhor, [Exeunt, 





Ciiouus 

\ 

I* 

To tliee, 0 Aj.i\ ' vnhant hon 
Of ilkstiious Tel.unon, 

Monarch of the sen-gui isle, 

Fan Sahimis, if foitune smile 
On thee, I laise tlie tiibiitaiy song. 

For piaise and mtue still to thee belong 
But when, inflicted by the wrath of Joio, 

Giecian slander blasts ihy fame, 

And foul reproach attnnts thy mime, 

Then do I tremble like the foaiful elmc. 

II 

So, the last unhappy night, 

Clamours loud did leaeh mine car 
And filled my anxious heart with feai , 

Which ‘talked of Gieeian cattle slain, 

And Ajax maddening o’er the plain, 

Pleased at his piev. lejoicingat the ■'ighl 

in 

Thus f,dse Ul j sses can pie\ail 
Whisp’iing to all Ins aitful tale, 

Hi^ tale ala-^ * too willingly leceived 

Whilst those who hear .no glad to know 
And happ'\ to insnlt thv w oe, 

Foi who .ispcise the great aie easily heheved. 

n 

The pool like us alone aie free 
Fiom the daits of calumny, 

Whilst envy still attends on high estate ; 

Small is the aid which we can lend, 

Without the nch and pow'erful fiiend j 
The ^*eat support the low, the low assist the great 
But tis a truth which fools will never know , 

From such alone the clamours Ciime 

iiri spotless fame, 

N\ hilst we can only weep, and not leheve thy woe. 



jMoicin" Mght, 

J'.‘hti)il f}j*.ju win/r Uietr jvi]ml 
A*- tivMtJ>Un;r lu*nh fiojn lumpy Miltmcs fly, 
SurM»>n uirniu vhouhkf tholi uppo.u, 

1 lit* timanls would ho inulo with fear, 
And iill thon (’ouMUx's in n inonicut du* 


\r. 

<'\iulu!i, p'ldtlt*''*; of the p*o\o, 

1 >.uii*htt*t' of inniini tol Jo\ o, 
lo wlinjii 'It TttuK fm|Utnt nlfiU'< iho. 

ludi^'rruit nuplit ni<'piio the deed. 

AjuI Ind tin* pultlc-s c.itllo bleed. 

Pipu'^ed of mron‘>e due. .md wonted ‘>aciilict* 

IVili ipv. v.id (‘in'-'' of oil otn piet and slmmo ' 

Tilt* pid of w 11 with hi,T7on sliit'ld, 
r**r r'ltuu'tl inj in llio field 
^h}^lu tlm- .111*11^1* the winnu, ami ia.indlln mine 

t ft. 

r**t* noii'i Ml liiN peifftt niiml 
Had \jii\ been lo ill inclined, 
t)n I 1 (k‘K> and Inutl*' hi^ i.iye Jmd nctei spent, 

Jt was iiillictod tioin above 
Max Phadnis and .all-pow ei ful Jo\e 
A\eil the Clime, oi stop the piinishmont ’ 

If to tir Atiid.u the liold fiction c.-inio 
l''ioni Sis\j)hns’ detested 1*000, 

Xo lonp’i, Aja\, hide thj' face, 

Jjut fi 0111 ll),> tents come foi tli, and vindicate thy 
fame. 

tiir. 

Aia\', thy loo long lepose 
Adds new' x igour to thy foes, 

.U flames from aiding winds still fiercer grow', 
^^^nlst tlie loose laugh, and shameless he, 

And all then hitter calumny, 

Witli double ireight oppress and fill oiir hearts with 
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yJj'JX 


ACTU 
Scene I 

TECMESSA, ClIOJlLS 

Tecmessa Sons of Eiectheus, of AiUcnun race, 

Ye biave companions of the lahant A].>\, 

Oppiessed with giief behold a wietclied iionian, 

Eai from her native soil, appointed liei c 
To watch youi hapless loid, and niovun his fate 

Chou What new xaisfov tunc hath the night biouglit 
forth ^ 

Say, daughter of Teleutas, foi with tliee, 

Ills captive bride, the noble Ajn\ deigns 
To shaie the nuptial bed, and therefoi e thou 
Canst best inform us 

Tec How shall 1 declaie 

Saddei than death tli’ unutteiablc woe > 

This night, with madness seized, hath A^'N tlone 
A dieadful deed, within thou ma>sl behold 
The tent's o’eispread with bloody cai oases 
Of cattle slain, the victims of his lage 

CnoB Sad news indeed thou biing-st of that bia'O 
man 

A due disease ' and not by human aid 
To be lemoved , alieady Greece bath lieaicl 
And w'ond’nng ciow'ds lepeat the dieadiul tale, 

Alas ' I feai tli’ event ' I feai me much, 

Lest, with llieir flocks and lieids the shepbeids slam, 
Against himself he hft Ins muith’ious hand 
Tec. Alas ' this w ay he led his captive spoils, 

And some he slew, and others loro in sundoi , 

Fioui out the flock two lams of silvci hue 
He chose, from one the head and tongue dnided. 

He cast them fiom him then the othei chained 
fast to the pillai , w ith a double i ein 
Boie duel stupes, and bitt’rest execiatioiis, 

Which not flora mortal came, but w'eie mspiicd 
By that avenging god who thus torments him. 
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AJAX, 

\ 

Ciioii. No^\ Uicn, ni) fiiends (for so the time 
dem.uuls), 

Eich o’ci Ins head should cast the mournful veil, 

And inst-.tnt fly, oi to oui ships lepair, 

And sail with "speed ; for dreadful aie the thieats 
Of the Atiidro , death may be our lot, 

And ■'VC shall meet an equal punishment 
With him "horn we lament, oui frantic loid 

Ti'C He raves not now but like the southein blast, 
When lightnings cease and all the storm is oei, 

Gioi's calm again , yet to his sense lestoied, 

Ho feels nc'v giicfs, for oh ’ to be unhapp}, 

And Icno" ourselves alone the guilty cause 
Of all our SOI rows, is the woist of woes 

Ciiou. Yet if his lage subside we should lejoice , 

The ill leinoved, ve should leinove oin caie 

Tnc Iladst thou then lathei, if the choice weie given, 
Thyself at ease, behold thy fnend in pain. 

Than vith thy friend be joined in 

CnoR The double grief is sure the most oppi e. -ui e 
Tr,C Theiefore. though not distempered, I am 
wretched 

CnOB I nmtasfanrt Hot n»t. 

Whilst he vas mad. was happy in his fieiwi, 

And 3’et the uhile aflected me with grief 
Who AVftS not so ^ but noAA his rfige is funp 

Ind he hath time to bieathe ftom hm m.rfo.tm>e, 
Himself is almost dead with pief, an 
Not less unhappy than I vas befoie , 

It ia indeed! 

And much I fear the nrath of angry heaven, 

H ft om Ins madness ceased he yet receive 

Ko^taid lehof fit 

Vo" ’'"®"' 8,1. llieu lioa .1 began ■ 

For hhe ibyself ne 'f ft. end. 
r,?^s.ra.ri«!;°rdead of night 
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"What time the evening tapei were expueci, 

Snatching his swoid, he seemed as if he meant 
To loam abioad I saw and chid him foi* ^ • 
mat wouldfet thou do, I cued, my deaie^t Ajax { 
Unasked, uncalled foi, whithei wouldst thou go I 
1^0 trumpet sounds to battle, tlie uhole host 
Is u rapped in sleep Then did he ansuer mo 
mth biief but sharp lebuke, as he u.is uont 
« Woman, thy sex’s noblest ornament 
Is silence ” Thus reproved, I said no moi e 
Then forth he rushed alone, wlieie, and foi uhat, 

I knew not , but letuining, he brought homo 
In chains the captnc held, in piece<« some 
He toie, uhilbt otheis bound like slaves he lashed 
Cndignant ; then out at the poital lan, 

And until 'some shadou* seemed to hohl discouv>«e 
^l-gainst th' Atuda' and ni«!se'> oft 
Would he nil Pigh oi laughing loud, leioice 
That he had taen leienge tor all In-' uioiigs : 

Then back lie e.ime At length, by slow degu*e>, 
His fien 7 > cea'ied udien, soon as he belield 
The tent*, o’envhelmed uitli slaughtei, he cued out. 
And heat Ins hiain , lolled o’ei tlie bloodi heap-» 

Ot cattle slain, and toie his clotted haii , 

Long fixed in silence, then, with hoiiid tin eats 
He bade me tell Imn all that had befallen 


And uhat he had been doing I obeyed, 

Trembling with fear, and told him all I knew 
Instant he ponied foith hitt’rest lamentations, 

Such as I ne’ei had heaid fiom him hefoie, 

For gnef like that, he oft would say, betmyed 
A weak and httTe mind, and therefore evev 
When sorrow came refrained fiom loud complaint. 
And, like the lowing heifei, inly mouined 
But sinking now beneath this sore distress, 
lie Will not taste of food or nouii&liment , 

Silent he sits, amid the slaughtei ed cattle, 

Or, if he speaks, utteis such dreadful words 
As show s a mind intent on something ill 
How then, my fuends, for therefoie came I hither 
Uli if j e e the power, assist me now , ^ 



Pot hups \o m.tv . foi ofL th’ aflhtfced man 
lit Iiston to tho comisols ot a iiicnd. 

C'lioit 0 d.iiigjiter of Teleiitas* ' horrible 
fndoed th} tidinsrs me of noble Aja\-, 

Thus ia\in^, and thus miseiablo 
Ajax [?/•///»» (fronni[ Oh ' 

Tec Louder ou’ll liear him soon . marked a e. mv 
friends, ’ 

How deep Ins groans f 
Ajax 0 me ^ 

He seems to rate, 

Oi luoui ns, reflecting on his madness past 
Aj\x Boy, boy • 

^Tec Alas ' lie calls Eui} saces 

Wheie mt Ihou, child’ What Avould he hai'e uith 
thee ’ 

Ajax Teucer, ’tis thee I call, wheie ait 

thou, Teucei ’ 

Still must he chase his pi’ey, whilst Ajax dies ’ 

CnoB He seems of peifect mind — ojieii the dooi"! 

Let him come foi th Who knows but sight of us 
May keep him so 

Tec I’ll open them — now see 

dooi's are thrown ojxii and Aja\ dtbcoiacd 
Youi m.istor theie .uid judge of his condition 


Bcexm it, 

Aivx. Tecmess 4 CuoitLs 

A TAX My deal companions, ivlio alone deseiie 
The name of friends, ye see the dreadful stoim 
How it o’erwhelms me ' 

CnoK to Teomessa] What thou saidst, alas ' 

Was but too true he seems indeed distiacted 

Ajax My fellow-sailors > n hose assisting hand 
Plied the tough oai, and led me thiough the mam, 
Fiom you alone can I expect to meet 
Oi love OI fnendslnp , theiefoie show i( non. 

And kill mo. 
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A%IX 


CiioH Talk not tlius, nor UniE, inci cfx^c 

By added woes thy dieadfvil mnkcly ..... 

Ajax Dost thou hehold this once intiepul Ajax, 

The hiave, the mighty, long foi strength renouiicd 
And dauntless courage in the bloody lieid , 

Dost thou hehold him? Oh ' what laughter now . 

W'hat vile lepioach must he sustain ' 

Tec ^ ' 

My loid, my masfcei, do not t.ilk thus sadly. 

Ajax [m Tecmbssa] "Wilt thou not home? lU not 
he gone? 

Tec 0 me ' 

Chok Be patient , by the gods let ino entie.it \‘'U, 

Be moie composed 

Ajax, Wiotch that I was, to let 

Tlie cuist Atiidffi ’scape, and shed the blood 
Of haimless cattle ' 

Chor But whj' sorrow thus 

Bor what is past, and cannot be lecalled * 

Ajax How ivill that subtle instiument of ill, 

Laertes’ prying son, insult me now. 

And smile at my misfoitunes ' 

Chou Tliat must he 

As seems most fitting to the gods , from them 
Oi grief or joy must flow 
Ajax Oh' would to heaieu 

That I could see him ' wu etched as I am ' 

CnoB This IS no .tune for boasting seest thou not 
How veiy weak thou art? 

-A-Jax Almighty Jove, 

My gieat piogeiiitoi ' oh, giant me this ' 

Oiant me to slay that hateful, talking sk\p. 

With the proud piiiiceb , then well pleased raj self 
f'hould pensh last. 

Tec. Oh ' if thou pmjst for death, 

Pray too foi mine ; for wlieiefore should I live 
When thou art gone ? 

0 daikness ' my best light 
And hope ' oh wrap nje in your fiiendly shade, 

A w ilhng guest ' I dare not look for help, 

Oi from the gods above, oi men below , 



21 


Ay. IX 

^10 powpjful ilau«>htcr of eternal Jovo 
To dentil (leiotos nio. Whitliei can I ily, 

Or whole leinain. inv fame and glory lost 
3n (his “sad ficn/y ? Left ^^lthout a friend, 

And ilio Mhole army bent on mv destruction ' 

Tlo Alas ' how dieadful 'tis io heai such wonls. 

M hieh Aia\ nc\er Viould haie sjjoke before • 

_ Aj v\ Ye MoJI-knoi\n floods that loll into the mam, 
Yo c.uos and forests by the rocky shore ' 

Veai*s heajjod on \ cal's fast bj' the walls of Tioi 

Have detained me, but no longer now 

Amongst the hiing sliall }e over see 

The hapless Ajax , this lomember all 

Nor shall thy neighbouring waves. Seamaiuler, still 

'Fo Gieeco beneficent, behold me moie 

Tioy never siw’, foigive the bo.astful w’ord, 

A braver, nobler foe than Ajax was. 

Though now dishonoui ed thus, and thus opjiressed 
Onoii I -would not ha\ e thee thus lament thy w'oes, 
And 3 ot r know' not how to elude thee tor it, 

•So haid thy lot. 

A.UX * 'Who would have thought ni} name 

Would e’ei so w’ell have suited my condition ' 

Oh * I have leason to lament indeed, 

Foi sure theio is not such .a am etch as Ajix ' 

Long since at Troy my vah.ant fathei fought. 

And to his natiA'o land, Ai'itli gloiy ciowaied, 

Boie back the meed of his distinguished Aiitues 
Noi less lenoAvned foi gall.ant deeds was once 
His h.ipless sou though now ho peiish thus 
Ingloiious yet Achilles, W'ell I know, 

Wei e he aln^e, and to bestOAv his arms 
On him aaIio best deseived the piize, to me 
And me alone, ivould ’judge, the gieat lewrid ■ 

But little deemed the Atiidai Avoith like mine, 

A.nd theiefore gave them to that A'lle impostoi. 

Author of oveij' evil woik, Ulysses 

Had not my mind been aa rought on by some pow ei 

Superior, and my eyes aveited fiom them. 

They had not liA’ed to giA e anothei sentence , 

But JoA'cs gieat daughtei, the inMiirible, 
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The dieadful Pallas, turned my arm aside . 
Jusb laised against them, and inspired mo thus 
With hoiiid lageto dip my mind roiis haiuJ 
In blood of guiltless cattle . the^ meantime^ 

Smile at the dangei 'bcaped, and tiinmph oei mo 
But, ’alien the gods oppose ns, valovu liends 
To cowaidice, and stiength to weakness yields; 
What then can A-jaxl hateful to the god'’, 

By Troy detested, and hy Greece foisakeii ^ 

Hhall I go leave the Atndaj heie alone 
To hght their cause and seek my natii e land ^ 

But how shall I appear before my father. 

How will he hear to see liis Ajax thus 
Spoiled of his hoiiouis^ he nho evei ci owned 
With glory sits , it must not, cannot be 
What if I lush amid the Tiojan host, 

And ivith my single arm oppose them all, 

Do something noble, and as nobly perish ’ 

But that would please th’ Atridai, therefoie never 
Shall it be done no, I w'lll do a deed 
To show my fathei that I still deserve 
The name of son, and emulate my sire • 

When life hut teems ivith um emitted woe-' 


’Tis poor in man to wish a longer date 
For what can day on day, and yeai on i ear. 

But put off wished-for death, and lengthen p.iin^ 

Of Jiicle worth is he who still depends 
On fruitless hope , foi it becomes the Inai e 
To live w ith honoui , oi to die w ith glow. 

Ye haie my thoughts 

Ohou Thoughts not unwoiihy of thee, 

Aja\; but quit, oh ' quit, thy hoi i id purpose 
And yield thee to thj friends 

Tec. },iy 

My dearest Ajax, dreadful are the ills 
Winch cniel fortune brings on human kind . 

Of noblest lace (a better, Phiygia boasts not) 
lecmessa was, and fioin a fathei spiung 
Happy and fiee, though now a wietched slave ; 

J’oi so the gods and Ihy all-conquTing arm 
Deci-eed . but since paitakei of thy bed, 



AJAX. 

Tlioxi kiio‘v\’bt 1 evei have with teiidiest care 
Watched o’er thee, tlieiefoxe, bj domestic Jove, 
Here I entreat thee, by the sacred tie 
That binds ns, let me not with foul lepioach 
And bitter seoin be taunted by thy foes, 

When they siuround me, as I know they will • 
For oh * when thou shalt die, tliat veiy day 
The Gieeks with 'nolence \nll seize on me , 
Tecmessa then and thy loved son shall eat 
The bread of slaveij’’ Then some haught 3 ’’ 
Insultmg loud, shall cry, behold the wife 
Of Ajax, once the piide of all our host, 

ITow IS she fall’n i fiom envied happiness 
To seivitude and woe * Such vile upbiaidiiifirs 
Oft shall I hear, on (hee and on thy lace 
Oasting foul shame Oh, then leleui, A].>\ ' 
Think on thj' fathei in the vale of j'eais. 

Think on thy aged uiothei, "nho with vow'. 
Incessant pia-sh the gods loscnd thee hick 
»^afe to thj* native laud ' Pity tliv son, 

Without a fathei in Ins lender a outJi 
To form his mind, left to the unfiiendlv hands 
Of those who love him not.' A1 is ' w'hnt woe- 
Wilt thou bequeath to me .nid to thy diiUl ' 

I have no hope, no staj' Imt tlico alone 
Thy hand destioyed mv countiy aiul my motJiei , 
Death snatched im* fathei to the malms below 
Hepiived of tbco what country aaiU iccene me, 

Or Avhere shall I subsist Thou ail iu>’ all. 

My onlj' safeguaid . do not, do not leaie me ’ 
Nought so becomes a man as gi-atitudo 
For good received, and noble deeds aie stdl 
Tlie oflspmig of benevolence, whilst ho 
With whom lemembiance dies of blessings ps<l 
Is sale and w oi Ibless. 

Cnon " Oh! that llion tonld-* bil 

Pity like mine for this unhappy worn »n ’ 

Then wouldst thou sij’ her wouK <leNMu ihi 
pi-aise 

Ajax And jmu-ed she shall br. if -hi insi j • .A 
What 1 1 'Cijniie. 





Tau In all mil I obey thee, 

jMy cleaiesl Ajax ' . , , 

I would &ee my cluUl 

Let bmi be brouglifc. 

I hid him fiom thy eight 


Becauee of 

Ajax My distempei, imvs it not { 

Tec It was . I feared indeed thou imghtet deetrov 
Ajax. And nell thou mightst . a deed like that 


became 

3^Iy sad condition. 

Tnc. Theieforo, to prevent it 

I kept him from thee 

Aja\ I appiovo tliy caution. 

Tnc "What would&t thou have me do? 

Ajax Let me behold 


And speak to him. 

Tec He is not far from hence , 

The beivants have him in theii care 
Aja\ Then v by 

!May 1 not see him ? 

Tec Boy 1 th^ fathei tails thee 

Let .some one bung him Intliei 
Ajax L lie coming I 

Doth he not heai thee? 

Tnc, ■ They have biouglit him to thee 

[Ertfft} Seriants mill EmiSAcns 


Scene III, 

Eurvsaces, Tecmessa, Ajax, Cworo’s. 

Ajax Bring him this nay : foi if he be the son 
Df Ajax, the fiesli blood that hangs about me 
ill not afinght hnn , he must leain like me 
In eai’liest \ears the savage lavs of uai 
And be inured to scenes of death and slauglitei 
Alayst thou, my boj , be happiei than thy fathei 1 
In ftll Ihnigs ©Ise it Mill he no disgrace 



AyAX. J 

To copy me : I eiu'j' tliee, my child, 

For that thou seest not tli}' on u u relLliednos*. , 

The liappiness of life is not to hnoiv. 

Thy Ignorance ivill keep thee fiee from pain, 

-Till time shall teach thee m hat it is to gnovo 
And to rejoice , then must Ihoii show' tin foes 
Fiom whom thou ait descended Mav (he bie.ith 
Of life meantime nouiish thy tendoi fiainc. 

That thou maj’st piove a tomfoit to th} mothei ‘ 

] know there’s not a Gi eciaii that lull daie 
Insult thee when thy father is no inoie , 

For I shall leave thee to the becst of giiiii di.un, 

The faithful Teucer, who far fiom llico now. 

Sent foith by Gieece, lepels the inv.iding foe. 

Of 3 'ou, my tiiends, companions of the w.n, 

The only boon I ask is, that ye uige 
Tins last leqtiest to Teucei say, I begged 
That stinight to Telamon and Eribrea, 

My aged paients, he would bear my cJnld, 

To be the 3 oy of then declining je.iis, 

Till death shall call Ihom to the shades below 
Let not my aims by Greece, or by th.it phgiic 
Ul'v&ses, e’er be made the pn70 ot glon 
For iival chiefs, but do thou take, ni> bov, 

(0 Ki in‘'\ci,s 

The sevenfold, vast impenetnble ‘•Ineld 
Whose name thou bear’st, tho lest be bimed with nv' 
Take hence the child with speed, nor in the tents 
Let theie be wailings Women cvei loio 
To brood o’er soiiows, and indulge then woe 
Shut to tho dooi. The wound that mu'-l ho on 
No w’lse phjsician will attempt to hetl 
Witli incantation oleg} , oi ‘•ong 

Chor I tiemble when f hoai thee tlnc.it nine; fhu. 
With shaip and pieuing voice 

q’jjc; Ala*;’ nn loid, 

What will thou do « 

Guejs not , uKpurc not ol loc 
Be siient and bo wi'^c,* it wnll become thee 
Tec IIow^ am I toi tin oil ’ By the gnd J 1 rr thre. 
By oui dear child, do not des^i'^y u« baB> 
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AJAX. 


Ajax. Thou dost perplex me ; why roywe the gods 1 

I am not bound to for I OAve them notinng 

Tec Be not so impious. , 

Talk to tho-e ivill heuv time 

Tec Alt thou lesolvecl then’ 

'Tii, too much , thj gimt 

Oiows tioublesoiue i t r 

Tec, Alas ' my lord, I fear 

Ajax \ta the Chori's], Will le not take her hence? 
Tec Oh’ by the god, 

I beg thee, be peisuaded 

Thou art mad 

To t.binlf thy Avoids will ei^ei change my pm pose 

[Eocvul 

ODE 


{'iroin s 


Et) ophe 

Oh, happiest, best abode, my native isle, 

Fail Salamis, encompassed by the sea. 

On thee whilst gods and men indulgent smile, 

3ily counti}', oh behold and pity me ’ 

A long, long time on Ida’s plain 
Thus doomed ingloiious to lemain, 

While ending yeais roll o’er my ivi etched head , 
New teirois still affiight mo heic, 

Btill is iny heait appalled uith feai, 

Tjest I should iisit soon the mansions of the dead 

AntuUophe 

The Moes of Ajax, too embitter mine, 

The biavest leatlei of the Gieoian host, 
Untimely visited by wiath dmne, 

AncI m the desp’rate ciuel fienzy lost 
There u as a time when sent bj* thee 
^ He gained the wreath of I'lctoiy, 

Though now Ins ueepiiig fiiends hunent his fall . 
The ungiateful chiefs levere no more 
^ The virtues they admiied before , 

His gallant deeds are now foi gotten all. 
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Stiophe 2. 

\Veighed dovn with ycciis, ■nhen thou in hoaiy age, 
Unhappy mothei, shalt these tidings hear 
Of thy dear Ajax, and his ciuel lage, 

How uilt thou weep and wail with gnef sinceie ’ 
Hot like the plaintive nightingale 
That wai'bles sweet her tender tale, 

But with loud shiieks of lioiiible despair 
With sliai pest anguish sore opprest, 

Then slialt thou beat thy aged bieast. 

And in deep soitow rend thy uild dishevelled hair. 

d 7 iiisf?'op 7 te 2 

Tis better far to die than, hopeless still 

Of cine, to languish under soie disease, 

When 11101 tals suffei such distinguislied ill 
The silent tomb is hbertv and ease 
Ajax, the piide of all oiu host, 

Ills ancient fame and glory lost 
Sinks down at last o’erwhelmed uith foul disgrace 
IIoiv uill hajiless fathei beai 
His son's distressful fate to lieai, 

E’en such as never fell on ^acns his nice ' 


ACT III. 

Scene I. 

Ajax, Tecmessa, Caouts. 

AjaV Still are the seciet things of man levealeJ. 
And vhat is known again in daikness hid 
Bv endless and immeasniable time ; 

And nothing is theie but in length of da^is 
May come to pass, e’en sacred oaths aie broken. 
And the fixed mind, pei verse and obstinate, 
Subdued bv time; I, who like liaidencd steel 
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Was late inflexible, am softened now 
To pity and leraovse by this deal woman 5 
I cannot bear to lea\e hei lieie a widow 
Amidst hei foes, ov to forsake my child, 

A helpless orphan No , I will letiio 
Along the shoie, and seek the uiuning stioam, 
Aveit the wn’ath of angry heaven, and wash 
My Climes away theie haph f>luill I find 
Some nnfieqnented spot ivheie 1 mny hide 
'riiis fatal weapon, this destiiictno .swoid; 

Oh ' I will bmy it deep in eaiib, that none 
May see it moie, but night and liliebvis 
Pieserve it stiU iiom ev’ry inoilal eje. 

E’er since that hapless day, wdion fioin the hainl 
<Jf Hector 1 leceiied this dieadhil boon, 

Nought have I had fiom Gieecc but piin and woe 
True IS the adage, “ Fiom the hands of foe*' 

Gifts are not gifts, but inpiiies most fatal ’’ 
Heieaftei will 1 yield me to the Gods 
And the Atridca*, since they aie my ranstei s, 

’Tis meet that 1 obey them all that’s slrong 
And mighty must submit to poiveis supeiioi . 
Doth not the snowy wmter to the bloom 
Of fiuitfulsummei yield? and niglib obscui e, 
When by white steeds Auvoia diawn lights up 
The using day, submissi\elv letiie? 

The loaiing sea, long vexed by aiigiy winds, 

Is lulled by milder zepbyis to repose, 

And oft the fetteis of all-conq’i ing sleep 
Aie kindly loosed to free the captive mind 
Fiom Nature then, who thus instiucts mankind, 
Wliy should not xVjax leain humility * 
l^oug since I knew to treat my foe like one 
Whom I heieafter as a friend might love 
If he deseived it, and to love my fiiend 
As if he still might one day be iny foe 
Foi little is the tiust we can lepose 
In human fnendships But to my intent 
Go tliou, Teemessa, and beseech the gods 
To grant what I request do you peifoi m 
The same kind oflice , and when Teucei come?, 



Tell him, the caie of me and all my fi lends 

I leave to him . whithei I must, I* must 

Obey my oiders metched as I am 

Soon shall ye see me freed fiom all my uoes. [Uaenut 


SerKE ir* 

Chorus. 

Sfj ojihe 

Ifou let sounds of mirth and joy 
Eveiy blissful hour emjiloy 
Boine on pleasuie’s any wing, 
lo Pan > to thee ue sing 
Thee, whom on the I'ocky shoi e 
Wieck-'scaped manners adore, 

Skilled the ma?}* dance to lead. 

Teach, oh teach, our feet to tien<l 
The loiiiid uliich Cietau Cnossus’knous, 
At I^y'jsa which spontaneous loce 
Pan, oh ' unide tins tuneful tliiong 
l\nnle to thee ne laise Ihe song, 

Piom C^llene’s snoay bron 
King of plea«ui’es, hcai us now ' 

Pi 0111 thv mountains, oh, appe.n ' 

Jov and Jiappine<w aie heie 
And do thou 0 Delian king ' 

Now tliy aid propitious bung’ 

Oh ’ fiom the Icaiian sei 
Come, Apollo, snulc on me 

Anttfihophr 

All 0111 SOI lows now nie o’ci, 

(riief and madness aie no inoie 
Pee, the happy day ajipoai s, 
Mighty.To%e' that omls oni feir^ 

Let us, fiee fioin cien t iie 
Crladlv to mu <hips lep lii 
Aja\ now in sv eef I'OpoM* 

SinLv. fot get ful of his wo.^s , 
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Humbly lo the gods icsigned, 

He devotes Ins bettei mind 
Time that witheis can. lestoie 
Human pleasmes Now no inoio 
Must ue say our vows aie '\.un ; 
Nought unhoped for should reiimin, 
Since, beyond oui uishes, see 
A 3 ax fiom Ins madness fioo , 

’Gainst th’ Atndie all his lage 
See how milder thoughts assuage, 
Bitter strife and quaiiels cease , 

All is harmony and peace. 


Sr’EJfi'. HI 

MESSE^OEK. ChOKLS, 

Mrs My fiiends, 1 beai you nous of Inghcst iinpoil ; 
Biom Mysia’s locky mount.iins hither comes 
'Che noble Teucei , know, e on now 3 sau him 
Amid the Gieciaii host, who, as he came, 

Suiiounded, and on ev’iy side ponied foilh 
Keproaches on him Not a man but cried 
‘‘Behold the biothei of that fiantic foe 
'Fo Gieece and to her council ” Such their rage 
That they had uell-nigh stoned him , swoids ueie 
draun. 

And due had been the conflict, but that some 
Among the aged chiefs by calm adMce 
Appeased the strife But uheie is Ajax gone 1 
'Fhat I may teU him from oui masteis nought 
Sliould be concealed. 

Chor He is not now within. 

But just steps foith, as if on some neiv act 
intent, well suited to his better mind. 

Mes Alas ' too late did Teueei send me here 
Or I am come too slowly 
Chor 

Ills .ibsence thus 1 , 


Why 1 egret 



yiyAX, 




’T\\ as Tcucev’s sfcvict command 
3 To bhould be Icopt Miihin the tenfc, nor stir 
Till he ari ivcd 

Cnoii. 13ul, to his sense restored, 

Ho went to depivcato the math divine, 

\nd o\pmtc his o(il‘nco 

Sins 'i’liy \\oids are vain 

It Chakas piophosj aught. 

t‘iion. What then 

J'>nl Chalws SI) ? Dost tliou know aught of tins ? 

!Mfs 'riius f.ii 1 know, foi T nas ailncss of it 
Chalc.\«!, icliiing fioin the assembled chiefs 
Apart fiom the Atridic, gently picssed 
TIic hand of Teucoi, and in tendeiest fiiendship 
Hesouglit him that by eieiy Iniiuan art 
And means to bo deiised he nould pievcnt 
Ajav Ins wandeiing foith this fatal day. 

If he did ever nish to sec him moie 
This day alone, he said, Mineivii’s a rath 
Would last against lum OH the mighty f.ill 
In dee]! afllictiou, smit by angiy heaven. 

When, raoHal-boin, to liuman laiis they jaeld no'c 
A s moi tals ought, subimssn ely . thus sjiake 
The piophet, and long since was Ajax deemed 
To have a mind distuibed. When hrst he left 
Ills uatnc soil, “ Be conqueroi, 0 my child ' ’ 

His father said, ‘‘but conquer undci God ’’ 

Impious and pioud bis ansner was . “ The woist 

Of men, ’ lie cried, "assisted by the gods 

Maj conquei 1 shall do the nork nithout them ” 

8uch weie hi& boastings, and a hen Pallas once 

With kind assib^/^iicc uiged lum to the light, 

Dicadful and hoiiible vas his leply 

"Go, queen, to othei Giecians lend thy aid, 

Tis needless heie , foi knoiv, whexe Ajax is 
The foe will nevei come By woids like these, 
And piide ill-suited'to a mortal’s pow’i, 

Did he ofiend the vengeful deity , 

But if ho lives, we may pieserve him still, 

The gods assisting So the prophet spake , 

And Teucer bade mo ‘^ay, you all should try 



To keep him heie , but if that cannot bc^ 

And Chalcas judge miglil, he is no inoic 

(JttOB {lo Tecmessa \\ hat ho 1 ecu Cr^«•a, 

most unhappy woman » , . , , 

Come foith and hear the tidings that he brings ; 
They wound ns deep, and all our joys aie gone. 


SCESL IV. 

TuoMfcssA, Messdm.lk, Cnouis 

Tec Scaice do I bxeatho from still lepcatod w oe*!, 
And now again thou call’st me ' wheiefore ? SpOiik 
Chor Tint, messenger hath bi ought us dieadful nev. 
Concerning Ajax . hear him. 

Tec. Oh ' what is it ? 

Am I undone ^ 

Mbs T know not what thou lul j 

But if thy Ajax be gone forth, my fears 
Ai** gieat foi him 

Tec Alas ' he is 3 but win ^ 

How thou afflict'bt me 1 
Mbs. Teucer hath foibado 

His wandering thus alone. 

Tec But \\ hy foib.ide him 1 

And uheie is Teucer^ 

Mes lie Mill soon be licie * 

lie feais this fatal day 
Tec ^ Undone Tecmesi-.» ’ 

Whence aie his feais? nho told him ’tnould be fatal ’ 
jMes Thestoiian Chalcas did foietell tint, day 
To life or death would fix the fate of Ajax 

Tec \tQ the Chores] Assist me fiiend**, in this 
distressful how 

To Teucer haste and bring him to my aid . 

Some to yon nestein mountain bend your nay . 

And some to tli’ east ^ find out winch path ho u eiit 
Unhappy wandeier' Oh' he has deceived me, 

His former love foi gotten all and gone ' 

What must we do, my child? I must not sit 



Innclive here , no, wheiesoo'er I can 

I’ll go to seaich him. Let us haste, my friends. 

Quick » fly this instant, if -wo mean to save 
Tlio u I'ct-chod Ajav, rushing on destruction. 

Ciion. Bcliold us leady, not in word alone. 

But bent v itli speed to follow thee. Awa} • [Bjoeimt 


ACT IV. 

SCCSTB I. 

There stands my sword, and fijk.od as it may 

best 

Pei form its ollice, 'twas the gift of Hector, 

ISIy noi.st of foes, nhom I detested ever*' 

Tlio stcel-de\ ounng stone hath sharpened well 
Its keenest edge. Buried in Trojan earth 
It lies, and non in kindness seems pi eparcd 
To end my nictohed hfe. Thus fai is weD. 

And now, 0 Jove ’ — for first to thee ’tis fit 
We pa\ duo honours — I address my prayer. 

T nsk not much : I ask thee but to send 
Somejiassing stranger heie to beat the news 
Of my unhappy fate to Teucei's ear, 

That ho may first behold, and take me hence. 

Lest, by my foes discovered, I be cast 
A prey to dogs and buds Poibid it, Jove ’ 

Thee too. gieat leadei of dopaited souls, 

Teiiestiinl Hermes, thee I call ' oh, hear me > 

With easy steps, and snift, conduct me safe ' 

To mj' abode, soon as tins fatal swoid 
Sh.'ill reacli my bieast And you, ye viigin powers 
From whom n hate'ei befalls of human ill 
Cannot be hid, ye goddesses levered, 

Swift to pursue the guilty, oh, behold. 

The wi etched Ajax by th’ Atiid^e fall * 

0 seize the muid’rers ' By my own sad hand 
As I shall peiish, let my foes be slam 
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By those \vhom most they love ' Quick, fly, begone, 

Ye vengeful furies ' Gorge yourselves in blood, 

Nor sp&re a man of all the Giecian host. 

And thou, 0 Sun ' who driVst the flaming car 
Along the vaulted slqr, when thou shalt see 
My native soil, oh * stop thy golden loius, 

Tell the sad story to my hapless sire 
A-nd my afflicted mother. "When she he.ii s 
The mournful tale, hei giief will fill the land 
With dreadful lamentations But 'tis \ lun 
To weep my fate the husinesb must bo done 
O Death > look on me, Death , I come to thee — 

Soon shall ive meet, hut thee, 0 gloiious d.iy ' 

And yon blight chaiioteei the sun, no nioie 
Shall I behold e’en now thou heaist my last. 

My dying words. 0 light < 0 sacied soil 
Of Salamis, my eountiy, and her gods ’ 

0 noble Athens > 0 my loved companions ' 

Ye riveis, fountains, and fair fields of Tioy ' 

And you, my honoured parents, oh, faiewell ’ 

’Tis the last word Ajax shall spexvk on earth ; 

The rest he utteied to the shades below 

^ [Ajax/«??s oh his sv,(»d and dies. 


Scene 11. 

Chorus. 

Semichok I Labour on lahom*, toil no toil • Oh, u hither 
Have we not wandered? Yet no place informs us 
Where Ajax is But soft, I heai a voice 
Seuichob 2 ’Twas ours, your friends. 

Semichob r. What news? 

Semichor 2 We’ve seal ched along 

TJie western shoie 

Semichor. i And is he found ? 

Semichor 2 Alas I 

We met with nought but toil , no siglit of him. 

Semichor 1 We fiom the east leturn with like sue- 
cess, 

Tor none have seen or heard of him that way. 
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SsMicnoR. 2 Who will inform ns ? who will say 
Whei’O ciTiel Ajax bent his way ? 

Will not the watchful hind, who, void of sleep, 

, Hangs laborious o’ei the deep ’ 

1^’om high Oljonpus will no pitjung god, 

Will no hind Haiad of the flood, 

If chance they see the cruel Ajax stray. 

Tell us wheie he bent his way 9 
For ohT ’tis dieadful, weaned thus, to rove. 

Whilst all our pains successless prove 
To reach the destined goal, or find the man we love 
Tec [from Alas > alas ’ 

Semiciior I. Hark ' from the neighbouring grove 
I heaid a voice. 

- Semichor. 2. It is the wretched captive, 

The mfe of Ajas^ the poor sad Tecmessa. 

Scene HI. 

Tecmessa, Chorus. 

Tec. Oh ' I am lost, my friends, undone, destioyed • 
Ohor. Ha ' what hath happened ? 

Tec. * Ajax hes befoie me. 

Slam by the sword which he had buried here. 

Chor. Fatal sure was oui leturn. 

Thy untimely death to mourn. 

Me, and all thy faithful train. 

Cruel Ajax, hast thou slam. 

Sad event, alas * to me ’ 

Sadder, woman, still to thee 

Tec Oh ’ I have reason now to weep indeed. 

Chor. What hand peiformed the homd deed? 

Tec . 

Doubtless it was , the sword he fell upon, 

Heie, fixed in earth, declares it must be so. 

Chor. \approac7niig toiva7ds the body\ 

Alone, without one pitying friend, 

Cam'st thou to this dreadful end. 



Was I not mjselt’ to blame, 

Who neglectful nevei came ’ 

Bnng him, Tecmessa, to my eyes, 

Tell me Mhere thy A 3 ax lies 

Tec. He is not to be seen. This folded garment 
Shall hide the horiid sight— a sight no friend 
■^Y^onld wish to see whilst from Ins ii 0 ‘>trxls sti eani^ 
The black blood, moie still issuing fiom the Mound 
Made by his own destiuctive hand 0 me ' 

What must I do 1 What fnend will raise him up 1 
Oh ' where is Teucei ? He should have been hei e 
To pay his last sad duty to a brothei 
0 wretched Ajax ' But to think, alas ' 

What once thou hast been, and udiat now thou art. 
Thy very foes must suie lament thy fate. 


Chor. A-jax, long since in thy obdurate mind, 

Thy sad purpose m'os designed , 

Long smce wert thou resolved to seek leposo 
From thy never-ceassing M’oes 
This from the daily sigh, the nightly tear, 

This from thy sorrows did I fear , 

This from thy hate which nought could e or assuage , 
And ’gamst th’ Atiidm all thy rage , 

For never did thy soul contentment khoM , 

But still with fiercest indignation glow*. 

Since great Achilles’ arms were given to thy foe*‘ 


Tec 0 me ' 

Chob Alas ' J knoM’ the M’ouiid must piei ce 

Thy inmost soul 

Tec Unhappy, lost Tecmessa i 

Chor Oh ' I believe thou art indeed iinhappi . 
Bereaved of such a friend 

Thou but behev’st it . 

I am too certain, for I feel it heie 
Chor I know thou dost 

j I, servitude, my child, 

jVlust \V6 6iiclur6? W^lio will piotect iis now ? 

Choji l)oiibtIess thy fe«ir of fiiturd pciiu 
-Fioifi tile Atndjie all aie vain, 
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' For nevei can they mean such ilU to thee \ 
Unfeeling they of human uoe, 

I?or love nor piety could know , 

Mdj he»iveu aveit the sad calamity I 

Tec. Tlie gods ordained it, and it must be so 
Chor, But he hath suffered more than he deserved 
Tec. Jove’s dreadful daughter Pallas so decieed 
His fate, to gratify hei loved Ulj’^ses 

Chor Ulysses evei pleased to see 

His madness, noiv will smile at thee 
Will laugh at Ajax's woes nor pity thine 
By him the cui’st Atnda' led 
Perhaps uill tiiumph o'er the dead 
And in the ciuel mirth mth pleasuie join 

Tec. Ijet them lejoice, let them insult him now 
^ With savage joy, but when the dieadful day 
Of battle comes, whom hving they despised 
When dead they shall lament Fools never know 
The ti'easiire’s value till the tieasure 's lost. 

But far moie bittei was his death to me 
Than sweet to them to Ajax it was most welcome , 
Death was his only wish, and he obtained it 
Then wheiefoie should they triumph ^ By the hand 
Of Heaven, and not by then’s, mj’’ Ajax fell 
Then let Ulysses smile he is not theiis. 

He hves not foi the Orecians he is gone. 

And has bequeaflied his sorioivs all to me 


SCEJfE IV. 

Teucer, Tecmessa. Chorus. 

Teu Alas ' alas > 

Chor Haik ' 'tis the voice of Teucer 

In mournful sighs lamenting our sad fate 
Teu 0 Ajax » is it so 1 My dearest bi-other, 
Dear as these eyes to me. hath fame said true. 

And art thou gone? 
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0 Teucei’ < he is dead. 

Teu Unhappy fiifce ’ . 

ri„n^ Tis so indeed. 

Alas < 

Teu 

Wretch that I am ' 

Qjjqk Oh ' thou hast cause to weep. 

Teu Dreadful calamity ' 

Qgojj It IS indeed 

Too much to hear , , ~ • 

0 wretched, "wi etched Teucer ' 

Where is the child 1 Is he at Troy ? 

CnoR Alone, 


And in the tent 

Teu Will ye not bring him to me 1 

Lest he shall fall a victim to the foe, 

Even as the hunters seize the hon’s whelp 
Left to its helpless dam ? Quick ' fly ’ assist me , 
For all are glad to triumph o’er the dead. 

Choh To thee, 0 Teucer * he bequeathed the care 
Of his loved child, and thou obeyst liim well. 

Teu 0 Ajax • never did these ej’^es behold 
A sight so dreadful. Came I then for this 
With luckless speed 0 melancholy journey ’ 

To seek thee long in vain, and thus at lost 
To find thee dead before me, 0 my brother * 

Quick tlxrough the Grecian host, as if some god 
Had biought the tidings, spiead the dire leport 
Of thy untimely fate Eai from thee then 
T heaid and wept, but now, alas ' I see 
And am undone My best, my dearest Ajax ' 

Unveil the body, let me luew it well, 

’ And count my miseries. Homd spectacle • 

I Oh ' rash advent’rous deed i What weight of u oe 
Thy death has laid on me ' Alas ' to whom 
Oi whither shall I go ? Oh, wherefore, Teucei , 
Weit thou not here to stop a brother’s hand i 
What will our poor unhappy fathei say, 

The "nTetched Telamon? Will he leceive me 
With looks of love and pleasuie, when 1 come 
Without his Ajax? Oh t he nevei will 
Even in the best of times he was not wont 
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To smile oi joy ui aught What then will now 
His anger vent ’ Will ho not speak of me 
As of a faithless, base, unworthy son, 

The spill lous offspring of a captive mothei, 

W^ho hath betiayed and slain his best-loved Ajax 
To gain his fan possessions after death ? 

Thus will Ins wrath, sharpened by peevish age, 
IJpbiaid me guiltless , and to slaveiy doomed 
A M retched exile from his native land, 

Shall Teucer wander forth Such dieadful ills 
Must I expect at home At Tioy my foes 
Are numerous, and m)’- friends, alas ' how few ' 

Thou art the cause of all foi, 0 my Ajax ’ 

What shall I do ? How can I save thee now 
Eiom this sad fate ? Oh ' who could have foieseen 
That Hector, long since dead, at last should prove 
The murderer of Ajax 2 By the gods 
I do beseech you, mark the fate of both 
The belt, which Ajax did to Hector give. 

Dragged the brave Tiojan o’er the bloody field 
Till he expired , and now, behold • the sword. 

Which Hectoi gave to Ajax is the cause 
Of Ajax’ death Erynms’ self did forge 
The fatal steel, and Pluto made the belt. 

Dreadful artificer ! But this, and all ' 

That happens to us, is the work of Heaven 
If theie be those who doubt it, let them hold 
Then' diff’nng judgments — I shall keep my own 

Chok Teiicei, no more , but lather now prepare 
To bury Ajax, and defend thyself 
Against thy foe, whom yonder I behold 
This way advancing, with mahgnant smile 
And looks of ill intent 

Teu. Who can it be * 

Piom the ai’iny, thinkst thou? 

Ohor 'Tis the mail whose cause 

We came to fight, e’en Menelaus. 

Teu 'Tis so 

As he appioachci nigh, I know lum uell. 
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Some V* 


Menelaus, Teucer, Chorus 


Men. Stop there ' To thee I .speak. Let go the body. 
I will not have it touched 

Why touch it not i 

Men Because it is my will, and his who leads 
The Grecian host 

Teu. But wherefore is it so « 

Men. Greece fondly hoped that she had biought a 


friend 

And firm ally, but by experience found 
That Troy herself was not so much our foe 
As Ajax was, who nightly wandered forth 
With deadhest rage to murder all our host, 

And, but some god did frustrate his intent, 

The fate himself hath met had been our own. 

Then had he triumphed , but the gods oi darned 

It should not be, and 'gainst the flocks and herds 

Turned all his fury, wherefore knoiv, theie lives not 

A man of courage or of power sufficient 

To bury Ajax. On the yellow shore 

He shall be cast, to be the food of buds 

That wander there. Thou mayst resent it too, 

Btit 'twill be vain. At least we ivill command 
When dead, whom living we could ne’er subdue, 

Nor ask thy leave. He nevei would submit, 

But now he must Yield therefore, or we foice thee 

Tis the Plebeian’s duty to obey 

The voice of those who bear authoiity, 

And he who doth not is the worst of men j 
For never can the state itself suppoi-t 
By wholesome laws, where there is no submission. 
An ai-my’s best defence is modest fear 
And reverence of its leaders , without these 
It cannot conquer. It becomes a man 
How great soe ei his strength, still to remember 
A little, vei-y little, may destroy him. 

He who IS guarded by humility 
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And conscious shame alone in safety lies ; 

But where licentious fieedom and reproach 
Injurious reign, each as lus will directs 
Still acting, Iniow that city soon must fall 
From all its bliss, and sink in deepest woe. 
Keinember, then, respect is due to me 
Let us not think when pleasure is enjoyed 
We must not suffer too and taste of pain. 

For these to mortals still alternate rise 
Thei e lived not one so proud and aia’ogant 
As Ajax was I mil be haughty now. 

It is my turn Take heed, then Touch him not, 
Lest, while thou stiiv’st to buiy him, thyself 
Should drop into the tomb 
CnoR 0 Menelaus > 

Do not with maxims giave and wisdom’s rules 
Mix foul leproach and slandei on the dead 
Tei 7. It should not move our wondei, 0 my fiieiid • 
To see the vulgar eir, of meaner souls 
And birth obscute, when men so noblv born 
Will talk thus basely Tell me, Menelaus — 

For 'tuas thj’^ fii«t assertion — didst thou bung 
Our Ajax heie to help the Giecian host ? 

Or came he hither by himself alone 
Conducted ? Whence is thy command o’er him. 

O’er these his followers* Who gave thee power* 
AWio gave thee nght ? Thou mayst be Sparta’s king. 
But art not ouin Ajax was bound by law 
No moie to thee than thou wert bound to Ajax* 
Thj’self no geneivil, but to others heie 
Subjected , therefore, lord it where thou mayst — 
Command thy slaves , go, threaten and chastise them. 
But I ivill bury Ajax, spite of thee 
And of thy biothei, for I heed thee not. 

He sailed not heie to quanel for the wife 
Of Menelaus, like a hmeling slave. 

But to fulfil the stnctly-binding oath 
Which he had sworn ; he did not come for thee, 

For he despised so poor a cause , he came 
With all his heralds and a numerous train. 

And brought lus captains too. Eemember, therefore, 
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Thy clamours ne’er shall turn me from my purpose 

Whilst thou art what thou art 

^ A tongue like thine 

But ill becomes thy state ; ’tis most unseemly. 

Teu. a keen reproach, with justice on its sme, 

Is always gi’ating , , i . 

jyXEjf Tins proud archer here 

Tallis loudly. 

Tbu. ’Tis no mean illiberal ai t. 

3^1en. If thou couldst bear a shield, how insolent 
And haughty wouldst thou be, when naked, thus, 

Tliott boast’st thy valour’ 

Tbu. Naked as I am 

I should not fly from thee -with all thy arms. 

Men. Thy tongue but speaks thv pride 
Teu T should be pi'oud 

When I am just 

iSJEtis. Both justice bid me love 

- Him who destroyed mel 

Teu. Alt thou then destioyod'* 

That’s strange indeed, living and dead at once 
Men Por him I had been so , the gods pieserved me 
Teu Do not dishonour then the poweis divine 
That saved thee 

Men Do I violate their laws ? 

Teu If thou forbidst the bunal of the dead 
Thou dost offend the gods 
Men He was my foe. 

And therefore I forbid it 
Teu ^ Art thou sure 

That Ajax evei was thy foel 
Men I am , 

Our hate was mutual, and thou knowst the cause 
Teu Because thou wert corrupted, thy false voice 
Condemned him 

Men 'Twas the judges’ fault, not mine 

lEU. ^lus mayst thou screen a thousand injuiies 
^N. Some one may suffer for this insolence 
Teu. Not moie perhaps than others. 

Men. 

Remember, buiued he shall never be. 
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Teu Do thou remember too. I ho slifill. 

Mex So have I seen a bold impenous man 
With froward tongue, before the stoini Ijcgan, 

TJigrag the tardy mariner to s ul. 

But when the tempest lose no moie w.is honid 
The cowaid’s voice, but wrapt beneath his cloak 
Silent he laid, and suffeied eveiy foot 
To tra.mple on him Thus it is ni(h tliee, 

And thy foul tongue • forth fiom a little cloud 
Soon iis the stoim shall biust, it will o’eiuhelm thee, 
And stop thy clamours 

Tei*. T too have beheld 

A man ^\lth folly swollen lepioach his fiicnds 
Oppiessed uith soie calamity, njien straight 
One came like me, auth indignation fiiedr 
Saw, and addressed him thus • " 00.1*50, .shamcb'ss Mictcfi ] 
Nor thus oppiess the dead, foi if thou dost, 

Bemember. thou shalt suflei foi ihy crime.*' 

Thus spoke ho to the neak insulting fool , 

Metlunks I see him heie — it must be he, 

Ea en Menelaus Have I gua««ed aright ? 

Mnx 'Tis well ; I'll Ic.ne thee. 'Tis a folU thus 
To talk with those nhora no have jionei to puni-,h. 


Sc^^K VL 
Tfucj k Oiioia*' 

1'eu. Auay 1 This babbler i^. not to bt> Ixiuu* 

Onon. The contest u ill grow « ai m < ) IVm ei ' In ‘t 4 *, 
Pi’cpai'o some hollow fosse foi the rtmams 
Of Ajax Baiso him tliei-e a monument, 

By after-ages no'ei to be foi got {4*11 

Teit. Andio* m Imjipy hour tin- A^.n .oU uksh}' 

The nife and son of oui unhij']n friend. 

To pav due honouis un«l adorn }n*> touih 



Scene VII 


Tecmessa Eurvsac'bs, Teucer. Ojiobus. 

Ttu Come hither, boy, bend down and touch thy 
father , 

There sit, and, holding in thy liands tins hair 
' And has and thine, the suppliant’s humble tieasure, 
Offer thy pious prayeis for thy dead fathei 
Tf from yon hostile camp the foe should come 
To dnve thee hence, far fiom his native land, 

Whoe’er he be, unbimed may he he, 

F^'orn his whole race uprooted, tom awa}', 

E’en as this hair which heie I cut before thee , 

Oh > guard it well, my child , and you my ti lends, 
"Behave like men — assist, protect him now, 

Till I return, and, spite of all our foes. 

Pei form the rites, and laise a tomb to Ajax. \Exii 


Scene VIII. 

Tecmessa, Eur\saces, Ciiobus. 

Chorls, 

Stiophe I 

When will the happy hour appear, 

That comes to calm om eveiy fear, 

Fiom endless toil to bring us sweet repose 
To bid oui weaiy wandeiings cea'^e, 

To fold u& in the aims of peace, 

And put the ivished-for peiiod to oui woesl 
^1 since the day when hist to Troy we came 

but gnef, leproach, and 

Aixtistropihe i 

^ ' that the man, who erst inspired 
With horrid lage, our Grecians fired 
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To slaught’rous deeds, and taught them first to fight, 
Eie he had learned the dreadful ti’ade, 

Hnnself had mingled irith the dead, 

Or scatteied wide in air, or sunk in endless night > 
For oh I fiom war unnuinheied evils flow, 

Tlie unexliausted source of eveiy human woe. 

titrophe 2 

By war distuibed, the genial hoard 
No longer will its sweets afford , 

Their fi.igrant Odom’s round my head 
The verdant wreaths no longer spread ; 

Nor music’s charms my soul delight, 

, Nor love with lapture crowns the night} 

No love, alas > for me, but giief and care, 

Foi when I think of Ti oy I still despair, 

And wet with many a tear my wild dishevelled hair. 

Aniistrophe 2. 

Nor nightly feai 1101 hostile dart, 

Whilst AjdX lived, appalled my heart, 

But all our pleasuies now aie o’er^ 

The valiant Ajax is no more 

Oh > could I climb the woody steep 

That hangs incumbent o’ei the deep, 

From Sunium’s cliff by waves for ever beat. 

Then should my eye the lovely prospect gieet, 

And smile on sacred Athens nsing at my feet. 


ACT V. 


ScEJfn f. 

I 

Teucer, Aoameuaox, Chorus 

Teuoer. This way I bent my hasty steps to meet 
The Grrecian chief,' who hither comes prepaied 
To vent his keen reproaches. 
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AoA. ^ 

That thou, e’en thou, the son of a vile slave, 

Hast dared to utter foulest calumny 
Against thy prince, and passed unpunished tor il, 
Mean as thy birth is, what had been tliy pndc 
And high demeanour had thy mother sprung 
IVom noble blood? Barbarian as thou ait. 

How couldst thou praise a ivretch, who, like thyself, 
Was nothing ? We, it seems, for thou liast sn oi n it, 
Are not the masteis or of Greece or thee; 

Ajax alone, thou sayst, was leader here 
Shall we be thus insulted by our slaves? 

Who is this boaster ? and what mighty deed 
Hath he' pel formed which I could not have done ? 

Is there no hero in the Grecian host 
But Ajax? Tam mdeed were ouv lesolves 
In the warm contest for Achilles' aims. 

If Teucer yet shall question the deciee 
Against the general voice — ^lesisting still, 

And still repioachful, with delusive arts, 

Though conquered, yet opposing Wholesome laivs 
Will nought avail if those whom justice deems 
Supeiior, to the vanquished must resign, 

And first in virtue be tbe last in fame 
It must not be Not always the huge sire 
Of weighty limbs ensuies tbe victory , 

They who excel in wisdom are alone 
Invincible Thou see'st the brawny ox, 

How the small whip will drive him tluough the field 

What if the med’cme be applied to thee 

For thy pi oud boasting and licentious tongue ^ 

'Twill be thy portion soon, unless thou learnst 
More wisdom , henceforth, mindful what thou art, 
Brmg vnth thee one of noblei blood to plead 
'Thy cause, for know, the language which thou talksfc 
Is barbarous, and I understand thee not, 

Chou I can but ivish that wisdom may attend 
To guide you both. 

. ’ how very soon 

Aie all the merits of the dead forgotten 1 
O Ajax ' is the memory of thee 
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Already lost, e’en by the man for whom 
Hby life so oft was ventiu ed in the field ? 

But now ’tis past, and buried in oblivion. 

Thou wordy slanderer ] Canst thou not Temember 
'When, baffled and unequal to the foe, 

Close pent vithin the walls our foices lay — • 

Canst thou not call to mind who came alone 
To your deliverance, when devouring flames 
Toweied o’er our ships, when Hector leaped the fosse 
And rushed amongst us? Then who fought for Gieeee? 
Who diove hmi back, but Ajax, who, thou sayst. 

Could never fight? Did he not fight for you? 

He met the noble Hector hand to hand. 

Unbidden dared the fortune of the field 
He scoi’ned the coward’s art to fix his lot 
In the moist earth . forth from the ciested helmet 
It sprang the fiist. Such were the deeds of Ajax, 

And I was witness of them — ^I, the slave, 

For so thou call’st me, sprung from a barbarian 
How dares a wretch like thee to talk of birth ? 

Wlio was thy giandsire ? Canst thou not remember 
That old barbarian, Phrygian Pelops, tell me ? 

Who was thy father — ^Atieus, was he not ? 

That worst of men, who at a brother’s table 
Served up his children — horrible repast i 
Thy mother, too, a Cretan and a slave — 

A vile adultress, whom thy father caught 
And headlong cast into the sea. Shalt thou 
Talk then to me of birth — to me, the son 
Of valiant Telamon, renowned in war, 

And wedded to a queen, the royal race 
Of gieat Laomedon, and famest gift 
Of famed Alcides ? Thus of noble blood 
From either parent sprung, shall I disgrace 
The man.w'hom thou, mhuman, wouldst still keep 
Unbuiied here? Dost thou not blush to think on’t? 

But, maik me ivell ' If thou dost cast him forth, 

Hot he alone ingloiious on the plain 
Shall lie — ^together we will perish all : 

To die with glory in a brother’s cause 
Is bettei far than fighting for the vife - 
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Of Agamemnon oi' of Menelaus t 

For tly oNvn sake, and not for mine, leoiember, 

If thou provoke me, thou’lt he soiTy for it, 

And wish thou’dst rather feared than angered Tenccr. 


1 

Scene IT. 

Ulysses, Agamemnon, Menelaus, Teuckr, OiioRt s. 


Chob Ulysses, if thou meanst not to inflame, 

But to compose this dieadful strife, thou com'st 
In happiest hour 

XJly. Far off I heard the voice 

Of the Atridss o’er this ivretched course; 

"Whence rose the clamour, friends ? 

Men With bitteiesb uords 

This Teucer here, Ulysses, has leviled me. 

Uly What words? For if he heaid the same from 
thee, 

1 blame him not. 

Aga. He did provoke me to it, 

Uly. What injury hath he done thee ? 

Aga. He declares 

The body shall have sepulture, himself 
Perforce will burj Ajax, spite of me 
And of my powci 

Uly Shall I be free, and speak 

The truth to thee, inthout reproach or blame ? 

Aga. Thou mayst , for well thou kuowst I hold 
Ulysses 

Of all the Gieeks my best and dearest friend 

Uly Tlien bear me. By the gods I must entreat 
thee, 

Do not, remorseless and inhuman, cast 
The body foith nubuned, nor permit 
Authority to trample thus on justice 
B er since our contest for Achilles’ arms 
Hath Ajax been my foe, and yet I scorn 
oc baselj' E’en Ulysses owns, 

Of all the Grecian chiefs who came from Tioy 
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(Except Achilles), Ajax was the bravest. 

Do not deny him, then, the honours due 
To worth so great ; for know, it were a crime 
Not against him alone, but 'gainst the gods — 

A Anolation of the laws dmne 

To hurt the brave and virtuous after death, 

Even though he lived thj* foe, is infamous 
Aga. Pleadst thou for Ajax ? 

Nia*. ^ Tes , I U.1S his foe 

Whilst justice would permit me , but he’s dead , 
Theiefore thou shouldst not tnumph nor lejoice 
With mirth unseemly o’er a vanqmshed man. 

Aga. *Tis not so easy for a king to act 
By lionoui 's strictest i ules, 

Ulv ’Tis always so 

To heaiken to the counsels of a friend, 

When he advises well. 

Aga. But know, the good 

And virtuous still submit to those who rule. 

TJly. No more. When thou art vanquished by thy 
friends. 

Thou art thyself the conqueror 

Aga Still 1 ‘emember 

Foi whom thou plead'^t. Ulysses 

TJlt Por a foe, 

But foi a brave one 

Aga Dost thou thus reveie 

E’en after death thine enemy 1 

Uly. I do ; 

Virtue is deaier to me than i-evenge 

Aga. Such men aie most unstable in their ways, 

UtY. Our dearest fiiend may one day be our foe. 

Aga. Dost thou desiie such friends? 

•(j^y I cannot lov'e 

Or praise th’ unfeeling heart 

Gieece 

Mark us for cowards. 

Greece will call us just. 

Aga. W^ouldst thou peisuade me then to grant him 
bunal? 

Uly I would, and foi that purpose came I hither. 
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Aga. How eveiy man consuli* his own advantage, 

And acts but for himself ! 

■gLY. And who is he 

Whom I should wsh to seive befoie Ulysses 1 
Aga ’Tis thy own work, remember, and not mine. 
TJIiY The deed mil win thee jUaise, and every tongue 
Shall call thee good 

Thou knowst I d not refuse 
TJlj’sses more, much more than this j but Ajax 
Or buried oi unbuiied is the same, 

And must be hateful still to Agamemnon. 

But do as it beseems thee best 

Ohob Ulysses, 

The •mnn who says thou art not wise and good 
Is senseless and unjust 
Uly I tell thee, Teucer, 

Hencefoith I am as much the friend of Ajax 
As once I was his foe e’en now I mean 
To join with thee, a fellow-Iaboni ei 
In all the pious offices of love, 

Nor would omit, what eveiy man should pay, 

The honours due to such exalted luitue ’ 

Teu 0 best of men ' thou hast my thanks and 


praise, 

And well deserv’st them, for thou hast transcended 

My utmost hopes 1 little thought the worst 

Of all his foes among the Grecian host 

Would thus alone defend, alone piotect 

The dead from insult, when these thundeimg leaders 

United came to cast his body forth 

With infamy , but may the god who rules 

O’er high Olympus, and the vengeful Fiuies, 

Daughters of J ove, the guilt-rewarding sisters, 

With all-deciding justice soon repay 
The haughty tyrants For thy offeied aid, 

Son of Laertes, in the funeral ntes, 

Perhaps it might offend the honoured shade 
Of our dead fnend — ^it cannot be accepted 
For all beside we thank thee If thou wiH'st 
send assistance from the Grecian camp, 

Twill be received, the rest shall be my eai’o. 



Thou hast performed the duty of a fnend, 

And we acknowledge it, 

I would have lent 

My willing aid, but since it must not be, 

1 shall submit. Fai swell i Ulisses 


• Scene III. 

Agasiemnon, Menelaus, Teucer, Eurysaces, Chorus. 

Tbu. Thus ftu IS light. 

The time already past doth chide our sloth 
My friends, be vigilant. Let some piepai'e 
The hollow fosse, some o’er the sacred flame 
Place the iich tripod for the funeral bath , 

Forth from the camp a chosen band must bear 
His glittering arms and trophies of the war. 

Ho thou, my child, if thou hast strength, uplift 

[To EuRrsACES. 

Thy father’s body See, the veins, yet warm. 

Spout foith ivith blood Haste ' Help, assist me, all 
Who beat the name of friends, and pay with me 
Your last sad duties to the noble Ajax ; 

Foi nevei was on earth a better man 

CiiOR Whate’ei of good or ill weak mortals know 
Must fiom then best of guides, experience, flow. 

•Seek then no faithei , for to man is given 
The piesent state, the future left to Heaven. 
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DRAMATIS PERSOX*-®. 


Edectra, Daughter of Agamem- 
non and Clytemnestra 
Orestes, Diothei of Electi a 
LABES, Fnend of Chcstes 
Goverkor of Orestes 
CLYTESU fESTRA., Wife to Jign- 
thus 


Chrysothemis, Sista of Elee 
tra. 

jEgisthus, King of Argos and 
Mycence 

Chorus, composed oj the prin 
cipal Ladies of Myecncs 


SCENE — ^jMicexa, lefore the Palace q/^jEaisTHLS 


ACT I 
SCEKE I 

Orestes, Pylades, Go^ERXoR of Orestes. 

Go\'ernor. 0 son of gieat Atndes 1 he who led 
Embattled Gieece to Tioy’s devoted walls, 

,At length behold what thy desiring eyes 
So long haA’e sought Behold thy native soil. 
Thv much-loved Ai’gos, and the hallowed gioie 
Of lo, fitintic m.ud On this side lies 
The Lj'cian forum, on the left the taiie 
Ot Juno, far lenowned. Behold ' ne come 
To licli jMyceiia*, and the slaughtei-ous house 
Of Pelops’ hapless race, fiom whose sad walls 
Long since I hoi’s thee at thv sister's hand 
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Gladly received, and v?ith paternal ^re 
To this blest day have fostered up tliy 3'outn, 

Till nper years should give thee to letuin, 

And pay vutli due revenge thy fathers muider. 

Now, my Orestes, and thou dear companion 
Of all our sufferings, much-loved Pylades, 

Let deepest counsel sway our just resolves; 

For lo ' resplendent Phoebus with his light 
Calls up the cheerful birds to early song, 

And gloomy night hath lost her stany tiaiii . 

Come then, my friends, and ere th’ awahened city 
Pours forth her busy throngs, tbs instant hero 
Let us consult Beheve me, ’tis no time 
For dull delay , ’tis the decisive hout, 

And this the very cnsis of our fate 

Okestes. What proofs thou giv’st me of the noblest 
nature 

And tiue benevolence, thou good old man * 

Of servants sure the faithfuUest and best 
That ever bore the name , the geneious steed, 

Though worn with years, thus keeps his wonted courege, 
And warns his mastei of appioacliing danger. 

Like him thou stir’st me up to noble deeds, 

And follow’st me undaunted : but attend 


To what I have resolved, and if I en*, 

Let thy supenoi judgment set me right. 

When to the Delphic oiacle I flew, 

Eager to know how on my lather’s foes 
1 best might satiate my levenge, the god 
Enjoined me not by force or open amis 
To rush upon them, but with guileful aits 
And silent well-conducted fiaud betray them 
budi was his will Tliou, theiefoie, soon as time 
Shall lend thee opportunity, unlcnoun 
And unsuspected (as thy absence hence 
For so long space and hoary age shall make thee) 
Must steal upon them, leain their seciet counsels, 
^ soon thou mayst, aud quick inform us of them 
Say thourt of Phocis, from Phanoteus sent 
By one who is their fnend and firm ally • 
bay; and confirm it with a solemn oath, * 
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Orestes is no inore—bj' n rude shock 
TJirow'ii from Ins cliauofc at the Pjdiiiian games. 

Be tins thy tale : meantime (for thus the god 
His inll divine expiessed) my father’s tomb 
With due libations and devoted hair 
Oni selves will erovii , and thence returning bring, 
IVom the dark coveit wheie thou knowst ’twas hid, 
’riie braren urn. Theie, we shall tell the tyrant — 
Thiice velcome neus ' — Oiestes’ ashes he. 

What should deter me from the pious fraud ? 

Since mv feigned death but gains me I’eal fame, 

And I shall nake to bettei life : the deed 
Which brings success and honour, must be good. 

Oft times the wisest and the best of men 

Prom death like tins have lose with added gieatness ; 

E’en so thy fiiend to liis deluded foes 

Shall soon rotiun unlooked-for, and before them 

Shine like a star vuth more distinguished lustie 

0 my loved countij' > and its guardian gods. 

Receive Oiestes, and with happy omen 
Propitious smile ' And thou, paternal seat — 

Foi Jo 1 by Heiiven’s command I come to puige thee 
Of vile usurpers, and avenge thy wrongs — 

Drive me not fiom thee an abandoned exile 
With mfamy, but grant me to possess 
jNIy fathei’s throne, and fix his injuied race 
Thus far ’tis well. Sty faithful mmistei. 

Thou to thy office, we to oui-s with speed , 

So time and opportunity requiie 
On whom the fate of mortals must depend 

Electra [yivni lott/nn] 0 miseiy i 

Gov. Methought a mournful voice 

Spake from within 

Ores Perhaps the poor Eleeti.i 

' Shall we not stay and heaiken to it * 

Gov. Ho . 

East be Apollo s gieat behests obeyed 

Before thy fathei’s tomb That pious deed 

Pei formed shall fiie oiu souls with noblei waimth, 

And Clown our bold attempt with fair success [Exetmi. 
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Scene II. 

Eleotha. 

0 sacred light ' and 0 thou ambient air 1 
Oft have ye heard Eleetra’s loud laments, 

Her Sigh'S and gioans, and witnessed to her woes, 
Which ever as each hateful morn appeared 
I poured before you what at eve retired 
I felt of anguish my sad couch alone 
Can tell, which wateied nightly ivith my tetars 
Received me sorrowing — that best can tell 
What pangs I suffered for a hapless father, 

Whom not the god of war with ruthless hand 
Struck nobly fighting on a dnsbant soil. 

But my fell mother, and the ciu’sed ^gisthus. 

The partner of her bed, remorseless slew. 

Untimely didst thou f.\ll, lamented shade, 

And none but poor Electra mourns thy fate; 

Nor shall she cease to mourn thee, while these eyes 
Viei\ the fair heavens or behold the sun ! 

Never ' oh, never I Like the nightingale, 

Whose plaintive song bewails her ravished brood, 
Heie wfli I still lament my father’s wrongs, 

And teach the echo to repeat my moan. 

0 ye infernal deities ! and thou 
Terrestnal Hermes ' and thou, Nemesis, 

Replete with curses ' and ye vengeful Furies, 
Offspring of gods, the ministers of winth 
To vile adulterers, who with pity view 
The slaughtered innocent— behold this deed » 

Oh > come, assist, revenge my father’s murder • 
Quickly, oh, quickly bung me my Orestes ^ 

For lo * I sink beneath oppressive woe, 

And can no longer bear the weight alone. 
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Scene III 
Chorus. Eeectka. 

Chor. 0 wretched daughter of an impious mother ! 
Wilt thou for ever mourn, for ever thus, 

With unavailing teai’s and endless sorrow, 

Lament' the roj^al Agamemnon’s fate, 

By a vile woman’s wicked arts betrayed ? 

Perish the hand (forgive the pious curse. 

Ye heavenly powers ') that gave the deadly blow J 
Elec. My noble friends and partners in affliction, 
Who thus, to soothe my soitows, kindly tij'' 

Each art which love and friendship can inspire , 

Ye come to comfoit me, I knov ye do 
I know my teai-s are fruitless all and vain, 

But, oh ! peimit me to indulge my giiefs, 

For I must weep 

Chor Thy tears can ne’ei lecjill him 

Prom the dark mansions of the common gi-ave — 

PTo, nor thy piayers, they can but make thee wretched, 
And sink thee deeper in calamity 
Why art thou then so fond of misery 1 

Elec. Devoid of sense and feeling is the heart 
That can forget an injuied paient’s wTongs 
I love the airy messenger of Jove, 

.The mournful bird that weeps hei Ity’s fate, 

And eveiy night lepeats the tender tale; 

Thee, too, I reverence as a goddess — thee, 

Unhappy Uiobe • for still thou w eepst, 

And fiom the marble tears eternal flow. 

Chor. But oh ! leflect, that not to thee .alone 
Misfortune comes — ^that conics to all Behold 
Iphianassa, .and Chrysothemi** 

And him who hides his guef, illustiious j outh, 

The loved Orestes — ^these ha-ve sufleied too 
Elec. Oiestes' Yes. M^cen.esh.iII receive 
In happy houi her gie.it a>engei , Jo\c. 

With smiles auspicious, shall conduct him to me ; 

Por him alone I w ait — for him a v i etch 
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Desnibed, ot clulclien and of nuptial iites 
Hopeless I wander He lemembeis not 
What I have done for him, what suftored , still 
With airy piomises he mocks my hopes, 

And vet he comes not to me. 

Chor 

Hespau’ not, danghtei , Jove is yet in heaven, 

The god who sees, and knows, and governs all ; 

Patient to him submit, nor let thy lage 
Too far transpoit thee, nor oblivion drown 
The 3 ust remembiance of thy ‘matchless woes , 

Time IS a kind indulgent deity. 

And he shall give thee succour , he shall send 
The god of Acheron, fiom Chiysa’s shoves 
To bnng Orestes and avenge thy wiongs 

Elrc Oh ^ but the while how much of life is gone ! 
And I a hapless wretched orphan still. 

Without a friend to guaid or to piotect me — 

Disgraced, dishonoured, like a stranger clad 
In base attire, and fed with homeliest fare. 

Chor Sad news indeed the hapless messenger 
To Argos brought, that spoke the wished return 
Of thy loved father to his native soil ; 

Patal the night when Agamemnon fell 
Or by a mortal or immortal hand , 

The -vvoik of fraud and lust, a horiid deed ! 

Whoe’er pei formed it 
EI'EC 0 detested feast ' 

0 day, the bitt’iesb suie that ever lose ' 

With him I peiished then But may the gods 
Bepay the murderers , never may they hear 
The voice of joy, or taste of comfort more * 

Chor. Cease thy complaints, already hast thou suffeied 
thy loud discontents and threatened vengeance* 

Tis folly to contend “with power superior* 

Bolly indeed, and madness > But my griefs 
WiU force then ivay, and whilst Electra breathes 
bhe must lament , for who vnll bnng me comfort 

01 soothe my sonows 1 Let me—let me ao ’ 

And weep foi ever, ® ’ 

'Tis my love entreats j 
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Ti-ust me, I feel a mother’s fondness for thee, 

And fain would save thee from redoubled woes. 

Elec And wouldst thou have me then neglect the 
dead? 

Forget my father i Can there he such guilt? 
li\^en I do so, may infamy pursue me • 

And if I wed, may aU the joys of love 
Be far lemoved • If vengeance doth not fall 
On crimes like these, for ever farewell, justice — 

Shame, honour, truth, and piety, faiewell > 

Chou Pardon me, daughter , if my warmth offend. 
Glad I submit We’ll follow, and obey thee 
Elec I am myself to blame, and blush to think 
How much unfit I seem to bear the weight 
Imposed upon me ; but indeed ’tis great. 

Forgive me, fiiends, a woman born as I am, 

Must she not grieve to see each added minute 
Fraught with new mis’nes ? Thus to be a slave 
E’en in my fathei’s house, and from those hands 
Which shed his blood to ask the means of life i 
Think what my soul must suflhi to behold 
The cuised ^gisthus seated on the throne 
Of Agamemnon, in the very lobes 
Which once were his — to see the tjuant jioui 
liibations foith e’en on the fatal spot 
Wheie the sad deed was done But woist of all, 

To see the muiderer usurp his bed. 

Embrace my mother (by that honouied name 
If I may call a guilty ivretcli like her), 

Who, pleased, returns his love, and, ol her cinnes 
Unconscious, smiles, nor fears th’ avenging F ui les 
But ever as the bloody day leturns 
Which gave the loyal victim to her wiles. 

Annual the dance and choral song pioclaim 
A solemn feast, not impious sacrifice 
Forgets she then to hei jnotecting gods 
Shocked at the ciuel banquet I letire. 

And in some cornei hide my gnefs, denied 
E’en the sad comfort to indulge m3’ son ow s, 

For Olytemnestra in opprobnous tei ms 
Eeviles me oft. thee alone,” sl>e cues. 
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“ Is Againeuuioii lost, detested maid ' 

Thinkst thou Electra only veeps Ins tato ’ 

Perdition on thee ' May th’ inf einal gods ^ 

Refuse thee succoin, and piotiact thy pains . 

Thus rails she bittei, and if chance she hear 
Oiestes IS appioaclung, stung with rage 
Wild she exclaims, “ Thou art th’ accursed cause j 
This is thy deed, who stole Oiestes from me, 

And hid him fiom my inge , hut he assured 
Ere long mj ^ engeance shall o’ertake thee for it 
These threats her noble loid still urges on — 

That vile adulteiei, that abandoned eovnrd, 

Whose fearful soul called in a w Oman's aid 
To execute his bloody purposes 
Meantime Electra sighs for hei Orestes, 

Her wished avenger, his unkind delay 
Destroys my hopes Alas • my gentle friends, 

Who can bear this, and keep an equal mind? 

To suffer ills like mine, and not to err 

Ei’om wild distraction, would be strange indeed. 

Ohob But say, Electra, is the tyrant near? 

Or may we speak our thoughts unblamed * 

Elec Tiiou mnyst ; 

I had not else beyond the palace dated 
To wander hither 

C'hob. I would fain have asked thee 

Elec. Ask what thou wilt, ^gisthus is far off. 

Chob Touching thy brother then, inform me quick 
If aught thou knowst that meiits firm Itelief 
Elec He promises, but comes not. 

Ohob Things of moment 

Require deliberation and delay 
Elec. Oh ' but did I delay to save Orestes? 

Ohob He boasts a noble nature, and will ne’er 
Fbrget his friends be confident 
Elec. j 

Were I not so I had not lived till now. 

Ohob, But soft, behold the fair Chrysothemis 
Advance this way, and in her hand she bears 
bepuJchral offerings to the shades below. 
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Rctal IV. 

Cnin •>01 jihMfs. KhU'nu^ Chorus 

C*n«Y, .Still, KU’ctni, pouring forth thy gnefst 
Art thou not }ct by wul espwonro taught 
lion little tl»*y avail? I too must feel 
..\n<l rouhl n'«tenl, as, noiv thj sistei's power 
Hut fijnal to her n ill, our foes sliouhl know 
Mntniime nith lowered will to bear the storm 
Ik'fitvs us host, noi, helpless ns we ate, 

With idle liojM's to meditate leioiigo ; 

Vield then with me, ami though impniti.il justice 
Plead on thy .side, I'emoniboi, if we prire 
lb* hfo or liberty, wo must obo,i 
Ei.r.c It ill becomes great Agamemnon’s daughter 
Thus to forget her noble fathoi's uoith, 

Ami take a base unworthy mother’s part ; 

For well I see from whom thy counsels flow, 

Nought fiom th 3 ’self thou saysl but all from her? 
ICitliei thy itiason 's lost, or if thou hast it, 

'J'hou hast foigot tin fi lends who should be dear 
And piccious to thee. Of fhv boasted hate 
Against our foes, and what thou vauntst to do 
If thou liadst power 1 leck not, whilst with me 
Thou wilt not lom in gieat levenge, but still 
Dissundst ino'from it , is’t not cow’nrdly 
'Po lea\e me thus ? ’J’ell mo, 1 beg thee, tell me 
AVIiat mighty gam aw'nits my tame submission, 

.Should 1 suppiess iny giicfs. 1 can but live , 

That I do now' — a wretched life indeed i 
But 'lis enough for me, and I am happy 
Whilst I can toituro them, and to the dead 
Pay grateful honoui-s — if to them such care 
Auglit grateful can bestow. Thy hate, I fear me, 

Ts but in woid • thou dost bofiiend the muiderers • 

Foi me, not all the wealth they could bestow, 

Not all the gifts winch they have pouied on thee, 
{Should bind me to ’em. Take thj' costly banquets. 
And let thj days with ease and pleasuie flow. 
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Give me but food, and I am satisfied. 

I wish not for thy honours, nor woiildst tno'l* 

If thou wert wise, receive them at then hands 
Thou mightst be dcxughter to the best of fathers, 

And axt thy mothei’s only Take that name, 

And henceforth all shall mark thee as a wretch 
Who hath betiayed her father and hex friends. 

Chor. 1 do entreat you, let not anger come 
Between you thus , you both have reasoned well. 

And much of mutual benefit may flow 
If each to othei lend a patient ear 

Chby Custom noble friends, hath made re- 
proach 

Baimhar to me, and, so well I know 
Her haughty mind, I had been silent still, 

But that I saw the dangei imminent, 

And came to warn hex of the fatal stroke 
Which soon must end her and her griefs together. 

Elec. Tell me this mighty danger ; if aught more 
It thi eaten than Electiu long hath borne, 

I yield me to thy counsels 

Chky. Hear me then ; 

Know, thou ait doomed, unless thou dost j’efrain 
Thy clamorous griefs, fax from the light of day 
And this thy native sod, ivithin a cell 
Dismal and dark, to spend the poor remams 
Of thy sad life, and theie lament thy fate 
Elec. Is xt decieed I Must it in tiuth be so * 

CiiBY Soon as .lEgi&thiis shall return, it must 
Elec Quick let him come I long to see him here, 
Chky Alas ^ what dreadful impxeeations these ’ 

Elec Would he weie present, if for this he cmnes ' 
OiiRY. What ’ to destioy thee • Is thy mind dis- 
turbed 1 

Elec That I might fiy for ever fiom thy sight. 
Chry lit thou not think how to preseiwe thy life ? 
Elec, Mine is a blessed life indeed to think of. 
w nught be blest, if thou uouldst have it so. 

Elec Teach me not basely to betray my fnends 
Ohry I do not , all I ask thee is to yield 
lo powers supeiioi . 
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EI'EC. Fawn on them thyself , 

Thou dost not knoAV Electia. 

CiiRY Sui’e it bettei 

Deseives the name of iMsdom to avoid 
Tlinn hasten thy destruction 

Elec E'o, to die 

Weie pleasure, could I but avenge my father. 

CiiRY Oui father, doubt it not, will pardon thee 
Elec Tjs mean to think so 

CiiRY Wilt thou not consent ? 

Elec Never, oh never, be my soul so weak > 

OiniY Then to my eirand faie thee well 
*Elec To whom, 

Clirysothemis, and whither dost thou beai 
Those sacred olTiings 1 

Ohby. To our fathei 's tomb, 

Eiom Clytemnestra 

Elec. To the man she hated ? 

The man, my sister 

Chey. Whom she killed, I know. 

Thou would have said 

Elec Why, what should move hei to itf 

Ohry If 1 mistake not, hoiiois late impiessed 
Ei’om a sad vision. 

Elec ^ 0 my countiy’s gods * 

Succour me now ' 

Ohry. What hopes dost thou conceive 

Eiom this? 

Elec The die.im and I will tell thee all 

Chry' I know but httle of it 

Elec Tell me that ; 

Oftimes to woids, how few soe’er they be. 

Is given the power to save or to destroy. 

CiiRY Once more to light returned (so fame lepoi’ts) 
Befoie hei om loved father did appeal, 

Tlie loyal sceptre ivielded in his hand 

Which now Jfigisthus beai-s, whence seemed to spijug 

A green and leafy branch, whose wide extent 

O’ei all Mycenai spiead its veidaiit shade. 

This did I leain, and this alone, fiom one * 

"^Tio listened long attentive while she told 
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Her viaon to the sun, hence all her fears, 

And hence my destined 30m ney 

to. , 

I/et me conjure thee, hear me. If thou dost not, 

Too late shall thou repent, when for thy guilt 
Evil overtake thee. 0 Ohrysothemis ' 

Never, I beg thee, to our father’s tomb ^ 

Bear thou those offerings , ’twere a honid deed 
Erom such a woman Give ’em to the winds , 

Let them be hid, deep buned in the sands, 

And not the smallest giain escape to reach 
That hallowed place, let ’em remain for her. 

Safe in the earth till she shall meet ’em theie. 

None but this shameless, this abandoned woman, 
Would e’er with impious oft’iings thus adorn 
Hie tomb of him she murdered. By the dead 
Thinkst thou such gifts can be with joy leceived ? 
Gifts from that hand which from his mangled coise 
Severed his lifeless hmbs, and on the head 
Of the poor victim wiped her bloody sword % 
Madness to think that offerings and ablutions 
Could purge such cnmes, or wash her stains away ; 
Never, oh never 1 But of this no more. 

Instant, my sister, thy devoted hair 
With these dishevelled locks and this my zone, 
Plain as it is and unadorned, shalt thou 
Bear to our father Wretched offerings these ' 

But, Oh ' ’tis all Electra now can give. 

Bear them, and supphant on thy knees imploie 
him 

To smile piopitious and assist his children j 
Pray for Orestes, too, that soon with power 
He may return, and trample on our foes , 

So^ shall a fairei tribute one day grace 
His honoured tomb, than now we can bestow. 

Trust me, my sister, we are still his care — 

I know we aie. Prom him the vision came, 

The homd dieam that shook her gmlty soul . 

Now then, I beg thee, be a friend to me, 

B.e to thyself a fnend, a fnend to him 
Of all mankind the dearest, our dead father. 
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Ohor. Well doth the pious virgin speak, and thou 
Must yield to hei lequests. 

Chry. And so I will. 

Where reason dictates, stiife should nevei come , 

But quick, despatch ' fulfil hei just commands. 

Yet, O my friends ' lemember, our attempt 
Is full of danger, and let nought escape 
That may betiay me to my duel mother^ 

For if it reach her car, this daring act, 

I fear me much, shall one day cost us dear 

Ohbysothemis. 


Scene V. 

Chorus, Electra 
Chorus. 

Or my piophetic mind is now no moie 
Attentive as of old to wisdom’s lore, 

Or justice come.s, with speedj’ vengeance fraught , 

Behold ' the goddess aimed with power appeal’s— 
It must be so, by Clytemnestiu’s foal’s, 

And the due dream that on hei fancy uiouglit. 

Thy fathei, not unmindful of his fate, 

Shall hithei come his wrongs to vindicate ; 

And, in his gore imbrued, 

The fa^l axe with him shall rise. 

Shall ask another sacrifice. 

And drink uith liim the ciuel tj’i’ant’s blood. 

A utiht) ophe 

Lo • with unnumbeied hands and counties': feet. 
The fury comes hei destined piey to meet , 

Deep in the covert hid she glides unseen, 

Hangs o’er the trembling muideier’s head, 

Or steals to the adultrous bed, 

An awful uutnecs of the guilty scene j 

c 
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Doubtless the dieam with all its ten’ors meant 
Foi crimes like these some dreadful punishment, 
If mortals aught from nightly visions know, 

If truth from great Apollo s shnne 
Appears in oracles divine, 

Pi-esa/ng bliss to come, or threat’ning future woe. 


Epode 

0 Pelops ' to thy country and to thee 
The fatal course bi ought woe and miseiy j 
For since the time when, fiom liis chariot thrown, 
For thee the guilty wreath to gain, 

The hapless Myrtilus was'slain, 

Nought has thy wretched race but grief and son’ow 
known. 


Act II. 

Scene I 

Clytemisestra, Electra, Chorus 

t'EYTEMNESTR^ ^gisthus absent, who alone could curb 
Thy haughty spint and licentious tongue, 

At large, it seems, thou rov’st, and umestraiued, 

No deference paid to my authority, 

But on thy mother ever pouring forth 
Bitter invectives, while the hstening crowd 
Are taught to hold me proud and fierce of soul, 

A lawless tyrant slandering thee and thine 
1 am. no slanderer — I abhor the name , 

But oft reviled, of force I must reply. 

And send thy foul reproaches back upon thee. 

Thou sayst I slew thy father , that alone 
Is left to plead for all thy insolence 
I do confess the deed, and glory in it. 

I slew thy father, yet not I alone, 

I had the hand of justice to assist me, 
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And should have had Electra’s Well thou knowst 
That cruel father, for whom thus thy teais 
Incessant flow, that father slew lus child . 

He, he alone of all the Giecian host 
Gave up his daughtei’ — ^horrid saciifice — 

To the offended gods . he never felt 
A mother’s pangs, and theiefore thought not of them, 
Oi’, if lie did, why slay the innocent ? 

For Greece, thou tellst me 1 Gieece could nevei claim 

A light to what was mine Or did she fall 

For Menelaus 1 He had childien too 

Why might not they have died ? Then parent’s guilt, 

Source ot the war, more justly had deserved it. 

Or thmkst thou death with keener appetite 
Could feast on mine, and Helen’s not afford 
As sweet a banquet ? Why was all the love, 

To me and to my child so justly due. 

With lansh hand bestowed on Menelaus f 
Was he not then a base inhuman father ? 

He was , and so, could Iphigenia speak, 

Thy breathless sister, she too would declare 
Know then, I giieve not, shame or penitence 
I feel not for the deed , and if to thee 
It seems so heinous, weigh each ciicumstaiice, 
Bemember what he did, and lay the blame 
On him who nell deseived the fate he suffered. 

Elec. Thou hast no plea for bitterness like this ; 
Thou canst not say that I piovoked thee to it. 

I have been silent • had I leave to speak 
T could defend an injured father’s cause. 

And tell thee wherefore Iphigenia fell 

Cly I do permit thee ; and if modest thus 
Thou hadst addressed me always thy fiee speech 
Had ne’er offended. 

Elec Hast thou not confessed 

That thou didst slay my father * Whethei justice 
- Approve oi not, ’twas horrid to confess it 
But justice never could persuade thee — no ' 

I’ll tell thee who it was, it was iEgisthus, 

The w'ictch with whom thou liv’st. Go ask the goddess, 
The immortal huntress, why the wi-ids were stayed 
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So long at Anlis. But thou must not ask 
The chaste Diana ' Take it, then, fiom me. 

My father once, as for the chase prepaied, 

Careless he wandered thiough her ^e<Teb grove, 
Forth from its covert roused a spotted 
Of fairest form, with towenng antleis giaced. 
Pursued and slew her Of the deitj 
Something with piide elate he uttered then 
Disdainful Qmck resenting the affront, 

Latona’s daughtei stayed the Grecian fleet, 

Nor would forgive, till for her slaughteied beast 
Th’ offending father sacrificed his child. 

Thus Iphigenia fell , and but for her 
Greece ne'ei had seen or llion’s lofty towers, 

Or her own native soil The father stiove 
In lain to save, and not for Menelaus 
He gave her up at last, but foi his country. 

Suppose a brother’s fondness had prevailed. 

And she was given for him, would that excuse 
Thy hornd deed? "What law required it of thee 1 
That law alone by which thyself must fall , 

If blood for blood be due, thy doom is fixed 
Plead not so poorly then, but tell me why 
Thou hv’st adultrous thus with a vile rufiiaii. 

Thy base assistant ? Why aie those who sprung 
From thy farst nuptials cast unkindly forth 
For his new race ? Was this thy piety 1 
Was this, too, to levenge thy daughter’s death ? 

In pure revenge to wed hei deadhest foe 
Was noble, was it not ^ But I forget . 

You are my mother — so it seems you saj'*— - 
And I must hold my peace. But I deny it j 
I say your are my mistiess, not my mother — 

A cruel mistress that afihcts my soul, 

And makes this weary life a burthen to me, 

Orestes too, the hapless fugitive, 

Who once escaped thy fatal hand, now drags 
A loathsome being Him, thou sayst, I looked for 
io join in my revenge, and so I did , 

I w'ould have been levenged, I tell thee so. 
way, I am base, maliaous, impudent, 
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Abusive, what thou wilt , for if I am 
It speaks my birth, and I lesemble thee. 

Ohor Resentment deep hath fired the virgin’s 
bieast; 

Whether wth truth and justice on hei .side 
She speak, I know not 

Cly. Can they plead for her ? 

Wliat caie, what love, or tenderness is due 
To an abandoned child, who shameless thus 
Reviles a paient ? Is there, after this, 

A crime in natuie she would blush to act ? 

Elec. I am not base, noi shameless, as thou calls! 
me, 

For know*, even now 1 blush for what is past — 

Indecent •waimth, and words that ill became 
My tender yeais and vmgin modesty , 

But ’twas thy giult, thy malice uiged me to it ; 

From bad examples bad alone we leam — 

I only ened because I followed thee 

Cli. Impudent ^yletch ' 'And am I then the cause 
Of all thy clamorous insolence ? 

Elec Thou ait* 

Foul is thy speech, because thy deed was foul ; 

For words from actions flow. 

Oly. . By chaste Diana, 

Soon as JBgisthus comes thy boldness meets 
Its just iew<ird 

Elec. Is this thy promised leave. 

So lately gianted, freely to unfold 

What, npw incensed, thou dost lefuse to hear? 

Oly. Have I not heard thee, and in base return 
^ With luckless omen dost thou now letard 
My pious sacrifice ? 

Elec Oh * far from me 

Be guilt like that, peifoim it, I beseech thee 
In holy silence shall these lips be closed, 

And not a w*ord escape to thivait thy purpose 

Oly \»2^mlking to one of her to] Hither do thou 

the sacred offeiings bung, 

Of various fruits composed, that to the god 
Whose altars we adorn my feivejn; prajor 
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Miiy nse accepted, and dispel my feais. 

Hear then, Apollo ' gfe<at protector, heai' 

My seoiet vows, for with no fneiidly oar if>ofily> 

My voice is heard her malice would hetiay, 

Should I unveil my heaib^ each -noid 3 uttcied, 

AtiiI scatter idle lumouis through the ciowd. 

Thus then accept my players, Lycean Pluchus ' \<doaA. 
If m the doubtful visions of the iiight 
Which broke my slumbers, aught piesagnig good 
Thou seest, piopitious, oh ' conhiin it all , 

JBut if of dire poitent, and fraught with ill 
To me and mme they came, aveit the omon, 

And send the enl back upon my foes ' 

Oh ’ if theie are whose fraudful aits conspue 
To cast me forth fiom all my present bliss, 

Let them not piosper but protect me still ’ 

Giant me to live and reign iii quiet here, 

To spend each happy hour wth those I love — 

With those my children who have ne’ei ofiended 
By malice, pnde, and bitterness of soul — 

Grant this, indulgent Phoebus < What remains 
Unasked thou seest , for nought escapes the eye 
Of gods, such knowledge have the sons ot Jove 
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Governor op Orestes, CmTBMNEsriiA^ Electba, 
Chorus 

Gov. Is this the loyal palace of uEgisthnsl 
Chor Strangei, it is 

fsia look majestic speak her— is his queen ; 

Is It not sol ^ 

Chor. It is 

wSr' r ^’^'®«^‘>t>veieign, hail » 

hom whom % m^?’ ' 
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j. . , , Fj’ojii PJiajsoteus ; 

A Pliocum feonUs theo*thuigi, of utmost moment 
CiA. Of moment saysfc thou ? Wljatl Impart them 
quick • 

Of fucticll) import, if from thence they come, 

1 knou <hey mu‘?t bo, 

^ Briefly tlien, 'tis tJiis : 

Oroslc*! is no more. 

Ki-KC Undone Electia' 

Uow am 1 lost indeed 

OiA' Wliat sayst thou ? Speak • 

Rogmd not lior — go on * 

Gov I «!ay again, 

Oiestcs IS no moio. 

Emx Then uliat am I? 

I loo am nothing 

Or.Y. [/o Er,cc!TRA]. Get thee hence — away ^ 

Disturb us not — most u elcomo messenger ' 

[to f//e Governor 

Go on, I bog thee, let me hear it all > 

Saj how he died, tell eveiy circumstance . 

Gov. For that I came, and I ivill tell thee all 
Know then, Orestes at the Pythian gjimes, 

Eager for glory, met assembled Gieeee 
Soon as the hei aid’s fai-iesounding voice 
PioeJaimed the coui’se, the graceful youth appeared, 

And as by all admixed Successful soon 
He reached the goal, and bore his prize away 
Ne’er did these eyes behold such feats performed 
By moital strength, in eveiy course supeiioi, 

He lose victorious. Theme of every tongue 
Was the br.ave Aigive, great Atrides' son. 

Who led the Giecian host But oh • m vain 
Doth human valoui strive when power divine ^ 

Pursues vindictive ' The succeeding morn 
Uprose the sun, and with him all the tram 
Of youthful iivals in the chaiiot race 
One fiom Achaia, one from Spaita came. 

Of Afne’s sons advanced a noble pan, 

And ]Oined the throng With these Orestes drove 
His swnft Thessalian steeds, JEtoha next, 
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Foi jellow couxbeiu fauiecl, and next :Magnesia) 
And Athens, built by hands divine, sent forth 
Her skilful chanoteer , an JSnian next 
Drove his white horses throiigli the field , and last 
A brave Boeotian closed the wainor train. 

And now in Older ranged, as each by lot 
Determined stood, forth at the trumpet’s sound 
They lushed together, shook their glittering leins, 
And lashed their foaming courseis o’ei the plain. 
Loud was the din of lattling csii's involved 
In dustv cloudh , close on each othei pi essed 
The rival jouths, togethei stopped, and tinned 
Togethei all, the hapless Jilnian fiist ; 

His fiei) steeds impatient of subjection, 

Entangled on the Lybian chanot hung. , 

Confusion soon and teiroi through the crowd 
Disastrous spread, the 3 aning axles rung, 

Wheel within wheel now cracked, till Olirysa’s field 
Was with the scattered ruins quite o’erspi*ead 
Th' Athenian cautious viewed the distant danger, 
Drew in the rein, and turned his car aside, 


Then passed them all. Orestes, who, seeuie 
Of conquest, lagged behind, until eager pace 
How urged his rapid course, and smft pm sued. 

Sharp was the contest now th’ Atheman first. 

And now Orestes o’er his coursers liung, 

How side by side they ran. When to the last 
And fatal goal they came, Atiide.s’ son, 

As chance with slackened rein he turned the car, 
Hull on the pillar stiuck, tore fiom the wheel 
Its brittle spokes, and fiom his seat down diopped 
' Precipitate. Entangled in the leins 
His fiery coursers dragged him o’er the field, 

Whilst shrieking ciowds inth pity ^n6wed the 
youth, 

Whose gallant deeds deserved a better fate. 

^arce could they stop the rapid car, or loose 

mangled corse, so drenched in blood, so changed, 
l^t scarce a friend could say it was Orestes 
Strmght on the pile they burnt his sad remains. 

And, in an urn enclosed, a chosen few 
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From Phocis sent b*ive biovighi his ashes home) 

To i-cap due lionoins in Ins natue land 
Thus Inue 3 told thee all. a dieadful tale » 

Hut, oh I lum fai nioie dre.ultul to behold it, 

Aiui be like me a Witness of the scene ' 

Cnon Ah me * the loy.il lace. the ancient house 
Of my lo\ed muster is no inoie ’ 

^ Ci.y. GieatJoie' 

Th’ e\ enl was happy, but *tis mixed with n oe 
For, oh ’ 'tis bittei to reflect that life 
And safet}' must be purchased bj misfoi tunes 
Go\ . WTi^i gneve } on, madam ? 

OijY. ’Tis a bittfci task 

To bung foith childicn , though a mother’s wionged, 
A mother cannot hate the babe she boie. 

Goi. Then uith ungiateful news in vain I came 
Cnv. Oh no* Most welcome is the man who bnngs 
Such joyful tidings, that a thankless child 
Is gone, who left a tendei mothei’s arms 
To live a voluntaiy exile fiom me, 

Ne’ei to tliese 03 es leturned, but absent laged. 

And threatened vengeance for his iiiurdeied father. 
Day had no lest ioi me. not did the night 
Bifng needful slumbeis — thoughts of instant death 
Appalled me ovei. But my feais aie gone • 
lie cannot hurt me now’, 1101, woi.se than him, 

This % lie domestic plague, w’lio haunts me still 
To suck my vital blood , but hencefoi th safe, 

Spite of lier tin eats, shall Clytemnestra live 
Elec Now’, my Oiestes. I indeed must mourn 
Thy cruel fate, embitteied by lepioacli. 

And fiom a mothei’s tongue This is not well 
Cly "With him it is, and would it weie with thee ' 
Ellc. Attend, 0 Nemesis * and hear the dead ' 

Cl\ She heaid that voice w’hieh best deseived her 
ear, 

And hei decrees aie just, 

Eixe Go on, pioud woman ; 

Insult us now, whilst ioitune smiles upon thee 
Cly Do!3t thou then hope that we shall fall here- 
after 1 
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Elec. No; we ate fallen ourselves, and canna Inivfc 

CiiYt Thnce worthy is that inesscngor oi joy 
Whose gladsome news shall stop thy clamorous tongue 
Gov ' My task peiformed, permit me to i etn e. 

Cly No, stranger, that were an afliont to tliee. 

And to our fiiend who sent thee heie Go in, 

And leave that noisy ivretch to bellow forth 

Her sorrows, and bewail her lost Orestes. ^Eojeunl, 


Scene III. 

Electiia, Choeus 

Elec Marked ye, my friends, did ye obseive her 
tears? 

Did she lament him? Did the mother weep 

For her lost child? Oh, no, she smiled and left me 

Wretched Electra < 0 my dear Oiestes • 

Thou hast undone me ; thou weit all my hope • 

I thought thou wouldst have lived to aid my vengeance 
For our loved father’s death, depiived of both 
Whither shall I betake me ^ Left at last 
A slave to those whom most on earth I hate, 

The cruel murderers — ^must it then be so ? 

Never, oh nevei * Thus bereft of all, 

Here will I lay me doivn, and on this .spot 
End my sad days If it oflfend the tjTants, 

Let ’em destroy me — ^’twiU be kindly done 
Life is a pain ; I would not msh to keep it 
Choe Wheie is thy thunder, Jove? oi wheie thy 
power, 

0 Phcebus > if thou dost behold this'deed 
And not avenge it ? 

Elec, Oh I ' 

Ohok. Why mournst thou thus ? 

Elec. Alas* 

Choe Oh I do not groan thus 

TT 1 T 1 Thou destroyst me. 

Choe. How have I hurt thee? ^ 
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Elec. Why thus vainly try 

To give me comfort, when I know he's dead * 

You but insult my woes. 

Yet weep not thus, 

-Think on the golden bracelet that betrayed 
Amphiaraus, who now— — 


Elec, ' Oh me > 

Chob. ^ In bliss 

Immortal reigns among the shades below 
Elec Alas » 


Chob. No more ; a woman was the cause, 

Th’ accursed cause. 

Elec. She suffered, did she not 1 

OnoB She did , she perished. 

Elec. Yes, I know it well , 

He found a kind avenger of his wiongs, 

But I have none, foi he is ravished from me 
Chob. Thou art indeed unhappy. 

Elec. 'Tis too true. 

I am most wretched, it beats hard upon me , 

My sorrows never cease 

Chob. We see thy woes. 

Elec. Therefore no more attempt to bnng me 
comfoit , 

There is no hope 

Chob. What sayst thou ? 

' Elec There is none, 

None left for me — my noble brother slain ' 

Chob. Death is the lot of human race 

Elec. But, oh ! 

Not death like his— entangled in the reins, 

TTis mangled body dragged along the field. 

Chob A strange unthought-of chance. 

Elec And then to fall 

A uu etched stranger in a foieign land * 

Chob. Oh horiible i 

Elec No sistei theie to close 

TTis dying eyes, to giace lum mth a tomb, 

Or pay the last sad tiibutary tear. 
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ACT III. 

Scene T. 

ChBYSOTHBMIS. EliECTRA, OttORV'J. 

Chrysothbmis, Foi’give me, si&lev, if my liasty steps 
Press unexpected on thee ; but I come 
With joyful tidings, to relieve thy toils. 

And make thee happy 

Ex,Ec. What canst thou have found 

To soften ills that will admit no cuie? 

Ohry Orestes is arrived, as sure as heie 
I stand before thee, the dear youth is come. 

Elec. Canst thou then make a mockery of my woes ; 
Or dost thou rave ^ 

Chry. No, by our father’s gods, 

I do not mean to scoff, but he is come. 

Elec Alas * who told thee so 1 What tongue deceived 
Thy credulous ear^ 

Ohry Know, from myself alone 

I learned the truth, and confirmations strong 
Oblige me to believe it. 

Elec What firm proof 

Canst thou produce? What hast thou seen or known 
To raise such flattering hopes * 

Chry. Oh ' by the gods, 

I beg thee but to hear me, then approve 
Or blame, impartial. 

Elec. If to tell thy tale 

Can give thee pleasure, say it ; I attend. 

Chry Know, then, that soon as to our father’s tomb 
Eager I came, my wondering eyes beheld 
Down from its side a milky fountain flow, 

As lately poured by some benignant hand j 
With various flowers the sacred spot adorned 
Increased my doubts • on every side I looked 
And listened long impatient for the tiead 
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Of human footsteijs tliei-e , but all was peace. 

Fearless approaclung then the hallowed spot, 

I saw it spiead A\ith fiesli devoted hair ; 

Instant my soul recalled its dearest hope, 

Nor doubted whence the jiious ofteiings came • 

I snatched them up and silent gazed, while joy 
Sprang in my heait, and filled ni}’^ eyes mth tears — 
They weie, they must be his , oui selves alone 
Excepted, who could bung them ? ’twas not I, 

And ’tis not given to thee to leave these walls 
E’en for the gods our mother scarce would do 
So good an office, or een giant she might, 

We must have known it soon Be confident, 

It was Orestes then Rejoice, Electra, 

Sister, lejoice ' The same destiuctive power 
Doth not for ever rule Behold at last 
A milder god, and happier days appear ' 

Elec. Madness and folly ' How I pity thee ’ 

Ohry. Have I not brought most joyful tiding*: to 
thee? 

Elec Alas * Thou knowst not where nor what thou 
ai’t^ 

Chry Not know it ? Not believe wliat I have seen ! 
Elec I tell thee, wi etched as thou ait, he ’s dead; 
He and thy hoped-for bliss are gone together. 

Thou must not think of it 

OiiRY. A wietch indeed 

I am, if this be so, but oh I horn whom. 

Where didst thou leai n the fatal news ? 

Elec. one 

Who was a witness of his deatli, 

Ohry. Where is lie 1 

Amazement chills my soul 

Elec. He is inthin ; 

And no unwelcome guest to Clytemnestia 

Chry Alas • who then could bung those pious gifts i 
Elec Some friend ot lost Orestes placed them theie. 
Ohry I flew with joy to tell thee better news, 

And little thought to heai so sad a tale 
The griefs I came to cure aie present still. 

And a new weight of woes is come upon us. 



78 


electra 


\ 


Bltsc. But know, my sister, all may yet ha yell, 


If thou mlt heal me 

Ohjiy Oan 1 raise the dead ? 

■Elec. I am not mad tlmt I should ask it of thee 

OuRf What wouldst thou have me do 

IM have thee act 


As I shall dictate to thee 
Ohry. K 


It may produce, I do consent. 

jStEC. Bememher 

That if we hope to prosper, we must bear j 
Success in all that’s human must depend 


On patience and on toil 
Ohry. I know it well, 

And stand resolved to hear my part in all 

Elec Hear then the solemn purpoit; of my soul. 
Thou knowst too well how fiiendless and forlorn 
We both aie left, by death beieaved of all 
Who could support us Whilst Oiestes lived, 

I cherished flattering thoughts of sweet levenge^ 
But he IS gone, and thou art now my hopo 
JTes, thou must 3 oin (foi I uill tell thee all) 

With thy Electi-a to destroy jEgisthus — 

To kill the murderer Why should ue delay? 

Is aught of comfort left? Thou cansfc but weep 
Thy ravished fortunes torn unjustly fiom thee ; 
Thou const but mouin thy loss of nuptial rites, 
And each domestic hhss Foi, 0 my sister * 

The tyrant cannot be so weak of soul 
As e’er to suffer our detested race 


To send new branches forth for his destiniction. 
Assist me then. So shalt thou best deserve 
, A father’s praises and a bi other’s love , 

So sbalt thou still, as thou wert born, be free, 
And gam a partner worthy of thy bed 
Dost thou not hear th’ applauding voice of fame, 
;^id every tongue conspue to piaise the deed 1 
^ Wall they not mark us as we pass along, 

And cry aloud, “ Behold the noble pair > 

^e pious sisters who preserved then race, 
Whose danng souls, unawed by danger, sought 
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Tiic lyn\nt’s life, i'Ogni*dless of their own. 

Whiit. Io\o to tlu'scj ^\hjit leveience is due • 

Those slmll th' a‘;‘.emblod nation throng to piaise, 
And tuei,> feast uitli public honours ciown, 

The IH lounid of more than female virtue ” 

TJius Mill they talk, my sister, whilst wo live, 

And after death our names shall be immortal 
Aid then a biothers. aid a sisloi’s cause, 

'Jlnnk on (hy fathei s wiongs, pieserve Electra, 
Pivsene thyself ; and, oh * lemember well 
That to the noble mind a life dishonouied 
Is iiifann and shame. 

Cnon. Bo prudence now 

The guide of both 

Cfinv, Ifei mind was sure disturbed, 

Mv friends, oi she would ne’er have talked so waldly. 
Te?I me, 1 hog thee tell me, my Electra, 

How couldsi thou think .so i.osh an enterpiise 
Could e'er succeed, oi how request my aid ? 

Hast thou consuleied what thou ait? A woman, 
We-ak and defencclos.s, to thy foes unequal 
Foituno thou soest each hour flows in upon thorn, 
Noi deigns to look on us What hand shall deal 
The f.atal blow and pass unpunished for it ? 

Take heed, my sistei, lest, thy counsel heaid, 

A hca^^cr fate than W'hat w e now lament 
Fall on us both. What will our boasted fame 
Avail us then ? It is not death alone 
We have to feai — to die is not the w'orst 
Of iunnan ills , it is to wish foi death 
And lie I’cfused the boon. Consider w’ell, 

Eic we destroy oui selves and all our lace. 

Be patient, dejii Electia , foi thy words. 

As they liad ne’er been utteied, heie the}*^ lest; 

Learn to bo wise at last, and when thou knowst ^ 
Besistance vain, submit to powers superior 

Chor Submit, convuiced that prudence is the 
first 

Of human blessings ^ 

Elec 'Tis as I expected , 

I knew full well thou w’ouldst reject my counsel, 
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But I can act alone, nor shall this aim 
Shrink at the blow, or leave its work unfinished. 

•vw«»w +hnn shown this fio much va 


,t the blow, or leave its worit unmusueu. 

Ohrt Would thou hadst shown this so much vaunted 
prowess 

When our lo\ ed father died * 

Elec. 1 same 

By nature then, but of a ’k^eakev mind 

Chey. Be sure thy courage fail thee not heieafter. 
Euec. Thy aid will ne’ei increase it. ; 

Chey. ’Twill be wanted ; 

For those -who act thus lashly must expect 
The fate they merit 

Elec I admu’e thy prudence. 

But I detest thy cowardice 
Ghby I hear thee 

With patience , for the tune must one day come 
When thou shalt praise me. 

Elec. Nevei 

Chey Be that left 

For tune to judge, enough lemiuns 
Elec. Awnj ’ 

There’s no dependence on thee 
Obey. But theie 

Hadst thou a mind disposed foi its acceptance. 

Elec Go, tell thy mother all 
Chey I am not yet 

So much thy euem) . 

^1*^0 And yet would lead me 

To infamy. 

Obey To safety and to wisdom. 

Elec, Must I then judge as thy supenor reason 
May dictate to me? 

-r«. When thy better mind 
Shall coxne^ 1 11 not refuse to follow tliee* 

Elec. Hty ivho talks so well should act so nooih ’ 
Chby. That censui*e falls on thee 

Chey. Tiuth, sister, may be daugeious. 
iLEO. Rather than thus submit I mil not live. 

Chey. Hei'eafter thou wilt praise me. 
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JiiLEC. shall act 

As seems most fit, nor wait for thy direction 

Chby Art thou resolved then ? Wilt thou not lepent 
And take my counsel ? 

EI'EO Counsel such as thine 

Is of .ill ills the worst. 

Chby. Because, Electra. 

Thou dost not seem to understand it. 

EI'Ec. Know then, 

That long ere this I had determined all 
Chby. Then faie thee well > Thou eanst not bear my 
woids, 

Nor I thy actions. 

Elec. Go thy ways. Henceforth 

I will not commune with thee. Hor thy prayers — 

V Ho, noi thy tears — should ever bend me to it. 

Such idle commeice weie the height of folly. 

Chby If thou dost think this wisdom, think so stil! , 
But when destruction comes, thou wilt approve 
My better counsel, and be wise too late \Eieiott 


Scene II 

Chobus. 

Strophe i 

Man’s ungi’ateful wi etched lace 
Shall the biids of heaven disgrace. 

Whose ever-watchful, ever-pious young 
Protect the feeble parent whence they spiung? 
But if the blast of angiy Jove 
H.ith power to strike, or justice leigns aboie 
Not long unpumshed shall such crimes lemaui, 
When thou 0 Fame ' the messengei of u oe, 
Shalt bear these tidings to the lealms below. 
Tidings to Grecia’s chiefs of soiiow and of paiu 
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Antidrophe. 

Bid the sad Atiidas mourn 
Then house by cruel faction lorn j 
Tell ’em, no longei, by affection joined^ 

The tendei sistei s bear a friendly mind ; 

The poor Electia now alone, 

Making her fruitlecs sohbir} moan, 

Like Philomela, u eeps her father’s fate , 

Feailess of death and eveiy human ill, 

Resolved hei steady vengeance to fulfil — 

Was evei child so good, or piety so great ! 

Etiophe 2, 

Still die the \iituous and the good 
By adverse foi-tune unsubdued, 

Nor e’er will stoop to infamy and shame j 
Thus Electia dauntless rose 
The wai to wage with viitue’s foes, 

To gam the meed of never-endmg fame. 

Anti strophe 2, 

Fax, far above thine enemies. 

In poivei and splendour mayst thou rise. 

And future bliss compensate present woe > 

For thou hast shown thy pious love, 

By all that's dear to heaven abox*e, 

Oi sacred held by moitnls here belou. [Exeunt 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

Obesiki, PIXABES {win AUmdanti), EMc-nti, CnoEcs 

'Whitlier.wonlckt thou go » 
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Ores Tlie pnlaco of yEgistlnis 
CiioR. ^ »Stranger, well 

wort thou (lireotecl , thou ai t there nlreacl3% 

Ore*. ■\^nio then amongst voui train slinll kindly 
speak 

A friend’s approach, who comes with joyful news 
Of higliest import ? 

Ciion [pohitwq to Electro], Be that office hers 
Whom hound Iw Nntme's ties it best befife 
Ores Oo then, and say from Phocis ai’e arrived 
Who beg admittance to the king 
Eleo. Alas t 

And com'st thou then to prove the dieadful tale 
Already' told ? 

Ores "What you have heard I know not, 

But of Orestes came I here to speak 
By Strophius’s command 
Elec. What is it, say j 

Oh, hou I di ead thy message ' 

Ores \s]mnn(i the Thti] Here behold 
Ills poor lemains 

Eeec 0 lost, undone Electra ! 

’Tis then too plain, and misexy is complete. 

Ores. If for Orestes thus thy sorrows flow, 

Know that within this uin his ashes he 

Elec Do they indeed ’ Then let me, by the gods 
1 do entreat thee, let me snatch them fiom thee > 

Let me embrace them — let me weep my fate, 

And mourn our hapless lac-e 

Ores Oive her tlie urn, 

Wlioe’er she be ; foi not with hostile mind 
She craves the boon , perhaps some friend, peihaps 
By blood united. 

Elec, [tahng the Um] 0 ye deai remains 
Of my Oiestes, the most loved of men ' 

How do I see thee now ' How much unlike 
What my fond hopes piesaged, when last we paited •/ 
I sent thee forth with all the bloom of youth 
Eiesh on thj' cheek, and noiv, 0 dismal change ' 

T beat thee in these hands an empty shade 
Would I had died ere I had sent thee lienee. 
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Ere I haid saved thee from the tyi’aiit s hand 
Wonld thou hadst died thyself that dreadful day, 
And joined thy murdeied fathei in the tomb. 
Bather than thus a ivietched exile fallen, 

Far from thy sister, in a foreigii'land I 
I was not there with pious hands to wash 
Thy breathless corpse, or from the gi’eedy flame 
To gather up thy ashes. What have all 
My pleasing toils, my fiuitless cares availed, 

E'en from thy infant years, that as a mother 
I watched thee still, and as a motlier loved 
I would not trust thee to a servant's hand, 

But was myself the guardian of thy youth, 

Thy dear companion. All is gone with thee ^ 

Alflf. t thy death, like the devouiing stoim, 

Hath borne down all. Thy father is no moic, 
And thou art gone, and I am going too 
Our foes rejoice Our mother, mad with joy, 
Smiles at our miseries— that unnatural mother, 
She whom thou oft hast promised to destioy. 

But cruel fate hath blasted all my hopes. 

And for my dear Oiestes left me naught 
But this poor shadow. Oh i tli’ accursed place 
Where I had sent thee ! Oh ' my hapless brothei 
Thou hast destroyed Electra, Tt^e me then— 
Oh > take me to thee • Let this urn enclose 
My ashes too, and dust to dust he joined, 

That we may dwell together once again : 

In life unit^ by one hapless fate, 

I would not wish in death to he divided. 

The dead are free from sorrows 


Ohoe Electra j 

Do not indulge thy griefs, hut, oh » leraemher, 
Sprung from a mortal hke thyself, Orestes 
Was mortal too-~tliat u e are mortal all. 

Ores, [aside] What sliall 1 say ? I can refroin 
longer 

Elec Why this emotion « 

jt IS indeed that wretch 


no 



ELECTRA. 


S5 

Obes Oil, dreadful < 

Elec. ^ ^ Sfcrangei, dost thou weep for mej 

Obes. By impious hands to pensh thus ' 

Elec. Boi me 

Doubtless thou weepst, for lam changed indeed. 

1 Obes. Of nujitial rites and each domestic joy 
To live dejM ived > 

Elec Why dost thou ga/e upon me ? 

Obes. Alas • I did not know I uas so \\i etched 
Elec. Why, what hath made thee so * 

Obes I see thy \\ oos. 

Elec. Not half of them 

Obes Can theio be woise th.in these? 

Elec. To live with muideieis ' 

Ores. What mui derei s, horn ? 

Elec The muideiers of my fathei , bound to seiie 
them. 

Obes Who binds thee ’ 

Elec. One who calls heiself a mother; 

A name she little meiits 

Ores ' But say, how? 

Doth she withhold the means of life, or act 
With brutal nolence to thee ? 

Elec. Both, ala.s • 

Are my hard lot ; .she tries a thousand means 
To make me UTetched. 

Ores And 11111 none assist, 

Will none defend thee ? 

Elec None. My only hope 

Lies buried there. 

Obes. Oh ' how I pity thee ’ 

Elec. ’Tis kindly done , for none mil pity me— 

None but thj’seli. * Art thou indeed a strangei. 

Or doth some nearer tie unite our soitou s ? 

Ores I could unfold a tale. But — say, these 
virgins. 

May I depend on them ? 

Er,EC. Thei nic our friend« 

And faithful all 

Obes Then lo) the urn aside, 

And I mil tell thee 
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Do not take it from mo j 


Elec 


Do not, dear stranger 

qjjes But I must indeed. 

Elec Do not. I beg thee. 

Qjjjjs.. Come, you 11 not repent it. 

Elec.' 0 my poor brother ! If thy dear remains 
Are wrested from me, I am most unhappy. 

Ores. l^To more , thou must not grieie for liim. 

Elec Not gi lev e 

For my Orestes ? 

Ores. No ; you should not weep. 

Elec. Am I unworthy of him then 1 
Ores Oh, no » 

But do not gneve 

Elec Not uhen I hear the ashes 

Of my dear brother 1 

Ores. But they ai o not there 

Unless by fiction and a ell-u i ought tale, 
yhat hath deceived thee 

Elec Wheie then is his tomb? 

Ores The Imng need none 

Elec Ha ’ nhntsayst thou? 

Ores Truth, 

Elec. Does he then live ? 

Ores. If I have life, he lives 

Elec And art thou he? 

Ores Look here, and he com meed , 

This maik, ’tis from our father. 

Elec 0 blest hour ' 

Ores. Blessed indeed ' 

Elec Ait thou then here ? 

Ores. I ^ni 

Elec Do I embiace thee? 

Mayst thou do it long * 

Elec 0 my companions < 0 my deaiest fneiulb I 
Do ye not see Orestes, once by art 
And cruel fiction torn from life and me, 

But now by better ait to life restoxfed? 

1 Chor Daughter, ue do, and see ’midst all our 
woes 

From every eye fast flow the teare of joy. 
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Bi^o. Oh. • ye are come, my fnends, in happiest hour, 
B’en TO behold, to find again the man 
Whom youi* souls wished for, ye aie come 

Chor, ^ "We are ; 

But oh ' in silence hide th)’’ joys, Electra. 

Elec. Wherefoie in silence * 

Ohor. ' Lest om* foes witliin 

Should hear thee 

Elec, Never, by the virgin pow er 

Of chaste Diana, will I hide my joys, 

ISTor meanly sloop to fear an idle throng 
Of helpless women. 

Ores ‘Women have theii* power, 

And that thou knowest. 

Elec. Alas ' and so I do ; 

For oh J thou hast called hack the sad remembrance 
Of that misfortune which admits no cuie, 

And ne’er can be forgot. 

Ores. A fitter time 

May come when we must think of that. 

Elec. ^ All times, 

All hours aie fit to talk of justice in. 

And best the present, how when I am fiee. 

Ores Thou ait so, be so still. 

Elec What’s to be done 1 

Ores. Talk not, when prudence should lestrain thy 
tongue 

Elec. Who shall lestiain it? ’V^Hio shall bind Elect i a 
To feaifiil silence, when Orestes comes? 

When thus I see thee here, beyond my thoughts. 

Beyond my hopes 1 

Ores The gods have sent me to thee , 

TJie) bade me come. 

Elec Indeed’ Moie giateful still 

Ts thy 1 etui 11 If by the gods’ command 
Thou cam’st, the gods ivill sure piotect thee heie 

Ores. I would not damp thy joys, and jet I fear 
Lest thej' should cany thee too far. 

Elec. ^ 

But after so long absence, thus returned 
To thy a filleted sistei, sure thou wouldst not——- 
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Oubs. Do what? 

Er.EC Thou would&t not grudge me 


the dear pleasure 


Of looking on thee. 
Ores 


No; nor sufter any 


To rob thee of it 
Elec. Shall I then ! 

Ores doubt 

Et-EC. I hear that voice, my fnends, I never tlioughi 
To heai again. Ye know, when I leceived 
The dreadful news, I kept my gnef witlun. 

Silent and sad , but now I have thee heie, 

Now I behold thee, now I fix my eyes 
On that dear form, which nevei was forgotten. 

Ores Spend not thy time in fruitless ivords, nor teii 


me 

How CJytemnestra lives, nor how .^gisthus 
Hath lavished all our wealth The present hour 
Demands oui strict attention. Tell me how, 
‘Whether by fraud or open force, our foes 
May best be vanquished Let no cheeiful smile 
Betray thee to thy mother. Seem to gneve 
As thou weit wont. When ive have done the deed, 


Joy shall appear, and we will snule in safet}’’ 

Elec. Thy will is mine Not to myself I owe 
My piesent bliss , I have it all from thee — 

From thee, my brothei , nor should aught perauade me 

To give Oiestes e’en a moment’s pain 

That were ungrateful to th’ indulgent power 

AVho thus hath smiled propitious ICnow, .<3Sgisthus 

Has left the palace , Clytemnestia’s there , 

And for thy needless fears that I should smile, 

Or wear a cheerful face, I nevei shall — 

Hatred so stiong is rooted in my soul, 

The sight of them will make me sad enough. 

The teais of joy peihaps may flow for thee, 

And add to the deceit , for flow they must 
When I behold thee in one happy houi 
Thus snatched from life, and thus to life lestoied 
I could not hope it Oh I ’tis passing stiange ’ 

If from the tomb our father should arise 
And say he lived, I think I should believe him , 
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And nh ‘ ilum «H romp *i 0 fm, tis lit 
1 ji’ptd lo tliPi* in nil. I)o llioii dnuol 
My p^f‘l\ •'ipp; Inif know, liud I bppji left 
Aloijr, t on 1 xuntld not li'UP fnik-d in nil, 

Hni ponijiiPivd bi'nxph, <»rns bm^oh foil, 

Ojux No inoio. 1 bpjti ilip footstpp*. «•» of one 
(Vminc lb?' wnv 

tA,U, .‘'tnn/jpjs t'o in. nnd bear 

Tint wbub with jo\ (hoy ennnot but ivppue, 

Ibtl A^biph uilb jov fbp\ will not lone powp'.'* 

I’M Tl 

«»} tna'-'Ti*'. Kf.nTiiA. OnivifN C/ionis 

itfu, Gindin •••. iind f<ilh tbu*. to hn^ei* here I 

notbonebt f Js life not uoilb ^onl enre? 

Ihi \p not know tlip dnnjiiPi** thill '•miound you ? 

JI td I not wntolied iinudf bpfotv the imlnpp, 

Crr jp hint rntomi, all }onr ‘.ppj-cI plnn 

Iliid l>t'»‘n ilihi otPiMHl to out foes within. 

Wlipri'foi'o no nit»n* of f bis (uinuitnous jo>, 

An«! len^tlbpiipd poniPt''P; 'ti*' not littinpr now. 

<»« in ; «wn\, d«‘l»ys mo dnn^jpi'ou*. 

At Midi nil iiour . our fiitr depends upon it 

0«K*>. M«\ I witli Mifetv ? Is nil well within? 

• • 

r-toi. None p-ui *'UsjMH’l jou. 

Ohi;s * ftpnke jou of niy dentil 

As we detei mined 1 

Oov. Living’ ns fliou nit, 

TIiPV do nccfimit tbee* one nniong the fiend 
Onr-s And me the.> glnd ’ 'What sny they > 

(io\. By-nnd-by 

WVll tnlk of thnt ; let it sutlice that nil 
Is right w'itlim, and that which most they think so, 
Mftv pixne most fatal to them 
351X0. [pohituu/ (0 ihe Goiehnoii] Who is this ? 

Okes, JDo } oil not know 1 

T cannot recollect him 

On^.* Not know the man to wdiom you trusted me ! 
'Undei whoso cnio 
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ELECTS A. 
When* how? 


To Phocis sont; 


Elec. 

Obes. 

1 ’scaped the tyrant. 

Ei,ec Can it then be he, 

Among the faithless only faithful found 

Wlien our dear father fell ? 
n m;g It IS the same 

Elec. \to the Governor]. Dearest ot men, giMt 
guardian of our race, 

Art thou then heie ? Thou, who hast saved us botli 
From countless woes ' Swift were thy feet to hiing 
Glad tidings to me, and thy hand stretched fortli 
Its welcome succour But, oh ) why deceive me 1 
Why wouldst thou kill me wth thy dieadful tale, 

E’en when thou hadst such happiness in stoie? 

Hail ' father, hail • — ^for I must call thee so — 

'Know, thou hast been to me, in one short day, 

Both the most hated and most loved of men. 

Gov Ko more of that We shall have time enough 
To talk of it hereaftei. Let us go. 

This IS the hour , the queen is now alone. 

And not a man withm. If ye delay, 

Expect to meet more formidable foes. 

In wisdom and in numbers far .superior 

Ores We will not talk, my Pylades, but act. 

Let us go 111 But to the gods who guard 
This place be first due adoration paid 

Elec Hear, then, Apollo, great Lycaean, hear 
Their humble prayer < Oh » hear Electra too, 

Who with unsparing hand hei choicest gifts 
Hath never faded to lay before thy altars * 

Accept the httle all winch now remains 
For me to give, accept my humblest prayers, 

My vows, my adorations, smile piopitious 
On all our counsels ’ Oh ' assist us now. 

And show mankind what punishment remains 
For guilty mortals from ofiended Heaven. 


[Eaeunt, 



SLECTRA, 




Ciioiius 

Stioplie 

Jieliolcl. he comes ' the slaughter-bedring god 
3I1US. ever thirsting for the niiudeiers bloody 
And see ’ the dogs of ivar aie close behind , 
Naught can escape then all-devouiing lage 
Tins did my conscious heart long since presage, 

And the fair dream that struck my laptuied mind. 

AntibU'ojilic 

Th’ avenger ste.ils along with silent feet, 

And sharpened swoid, to his paternal seat, 

His injuied fathei’s wiongs to vindicate, 

Concealed fiom all by lilaia’s fiaudful son, 

Who safe conducts him till the deed be done, 

Noi longer will delay the needful work of fate 

[Exmnt, 


A 0 T V. 

SCISNE I 

EfiECTBA, OhOBUS 

EiiEOtra. 0 my dear fiiends ! they aie about it now. 
The deed is domg. But be still. 

CnoR AVhat deed ? 

How? where?' 

Eleo. She doth prepare the funeial banquet ; 

But they are not far from her 

CJhor. WJiy then leave them ? 

Eleg.* To watch ASgisthus, lest he steal upon us 
And blast our purpose 

OiiY \behtnd the scene^ Ch ' I am betiayed 1 ^ 

My palace full of muidereis, not a fnend 
Left to piotect me. 
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Elec. 

Did you not hear ' ^ , mi 

Chob. ^ honible 

Eoi mortal ear , I tremble at the sound. 

Cly hoithiA ^gisthus, oh ! where ait thou ’ 

El^o'- Hark'ag^in 

The voice, and louder. , m j 1 

Cly. \mthin\. 0 my child » my child 

Pity thy mother, pity her who bore thee ‘ 

Elec. Be thine the pity which thou showedst to hun. 
And to his fathei. 

Chob 0 unhappy kingdom ! 

O wretched lace ' thy misery is full . 

This day will finish all 

Cly [vntUri], Oh’ I am wounded 1 

Elec Another stroke — another, if thou canst ' 

Cly Ah me • again ' 

Elec Oh ’ that ^Egisthus too 

Groaned with thee now ' 

Chob Then 1 engeance is complete. 

The dead aiise and shed then murderers’ blood 
In copious sti earns 


ScExn II 

ObESTES, PiLADES, Go\T5RXOK 01’ OuESTES, ElLCTRA, 

Chorus 

Elec Behold them heie > their hands 
Dropping with gore, a pious sacnfice 
To the great god of wai How is 't, Oiestes? 

Ores, ’Tis very well. All ’s well, if there be truth 
In great Apollo’s oracles She ’s dead. 

Thou needst not fear a cruel mother now. 

Chob. Ho more » .dSgisthus comes 

Instant go in 5 

Do you not see him ? Joyful he returns. 

Chob, Betire. Thus far is right — go on, and prospei. 
Ores Pear not! Wlldoit. 

Chob, immediately. 

Ores Pm gone 

lExennt Orestes, Pylapes, and Governor. 
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For what remains here to be done, 
Be it my care I’ll whisper in his ear 
A few sott flattering words, that he may rush 
TJnknoiving down piecipitate on ruin 


Scene III. 

-356ISTHU&, Eeectha, Ohoeus. 

-iEois. Which of you Icuous aught of these Phocian 
guests, 

Wlio come to tell us of Orestes’ death ? 

You fiivst I ask, Electra, once so proud 
And fleice of soul ; it doth concern you most; 

And therefoie you, I think, can best inform me. 

Elec. Yes, I can tell thee. Is it possible 
T should not know it % That were not to know 
A circumstance of dearest import to me. 

./Egis Where are they then? 

Elec Within. 

.(Egis. And spake they truth 

Elec. They did, a truth not proved by words alone, 
But facts undoubted. 

.^Gis. Shall we see lum then ’ 

Elec. Aye, and a dreadful sight it is to see. 
j3Egis. Thou art not wont to give me so much joy ; 
Ifow I am glad indeed. 

Elec. Glad niaj'st thou be, 

If aught there is in that can give thee joy. 

-<Egis. Silence within « and let my palace gates 
Be opened all — that Argos and Myceme 
May send her milhons forth to view the sight , 

And if there are who nourish idle hopes 
That still Orestes lives, behold him here, 

And learn submission, nor inflame the crowd 
Against their lawful sovereign, lest they feel 
An angry monaich’s heaviest vengeance on them 
Elec Aheady I liave learned the task, and yield 
To ppwer supei loi 
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electra. 


SCESE IV. 

Opm md dimvm tU Boit mtaidcd 

on ct &ier, and coi&cd tiiw a iciL 


Orestes, Pylades Go\'erxor or Orestes, 

Eeectba, Choui/S, aHf? a Cioicd of Spectators f o. 
the city. 


^Qis 'Whal A wglil u lieie ' 

0 deity supieme ! this could not be 

But by thy will , and whether PTemesis 

Shall still o’ertake me for my cnme, I know not. 

Take off the veil, that I may view him veil , 

He was by blood allied, and theiefore claims 
Our decent sorrows. 

Ores Take it off thyself ! 

’Hs not my office , thee it best befits 
To see and to lament 
-£Egk. And so it does , 

And I Will do it Send Cl}'temnesti'a hither. 

\Takiny off the tcil. 

Ojeies She is befoie thee 

j®Gis. Ha I ivhat do I see ? 

Ores. "Why, what ’s the mattei 1 "What affrights thee 
so? 

Ho you not see lum ? 

In -what dreadful snare 

Am I then fallen ? 


Ores. Dost thou not now behold 

That thou art talking with the dead ? 

ATns! 

Too well I see it, and thou art — Orestes 
(^Es. So great a piophet thou, and guess so ill ! 
^ois 1 know that I am lost, undone for ever 
But let me speak to thee. 

Elec Do not, Oiestes, 

^o, not a void What can a moment’s spaco 
Profit a wreteh hke him, to death devoted? 
vjmck let him die, and cast his carcase forth. 
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To dogs and vultures j they wdl best perform 
!Pit obsequies for him. By this alone 
We can be fiee and happy. 

Ores, Get thee in • 

This IS no tune for talk — ^thy life, thy life ! 

iEGis. But why go in « If what thou meanst to do 
Bo just, what need of darkness to conceal it ? 

Wh}' not destroy me here ’ 

Ores. It is not thine 

Now to command. Hence to the fatal place 
Wheie our deai father fell, and perish th6i«e. 

uEgis. This palace then is doomed to be the >vitness 
Of all the piesent, all the future woes 
Of Pelops* hapless race. 

Ores. • Of thine, at least 

Jit he wthiesf , , th&b 's zsy pr&pheay, 

And a most true one. 

.iEois ’Tis not from thy father. 

Ores Thou talkst, and time is lost. A\r.ay < 

.^Gis. I follow 

Ores. Thou shalt go first. 

jdSGis. Thinkst thou I mean to hyl 

Ores. No ; but I’d make thy end most bitter to thee 
In every cu’cumstance, nor let thee choose 
The softest mejins. Weie all like thee to ^rish 
Who violate the laws, 'twould lessen much 
The guilt of mortals, and reform mankind \Ex3xmt 
Chor 0 race of Atreus ! after all thy woes, 

How ait thou thus by one adventurous deed 
To freedom and to happiness restored ! 




Philoctetes. 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


TTwsses, King of lihaea 
Neoktolemus, Son of Achilles 
Philoctetes, Son of Pcean and 
Companion of ffercules. 

A SsY. 


Hercules 

Chorus, composed of the Com- 
panions of Ulysses andNeopio- 
lemus 


SCENE.— Lemkos, ncaf a Grotto in a rod by the Seaside 


ACT I. 

SOEHE I. 

Ulysses, l^EOproLmvs, Attekdaxt. 

Ulysses. At length, my noble friend, thou bravest son 
Of a biave father — ^father of us all, 

The great Achilles — we have reached the shoie 
Of sea-girt Lemnos, desert and foilorn, 

Where never tread of human step is seen. 

Or voice of moital heard, save his alone. 

Poor Philoctetes, Piean’s m etched son, 

Whom here I left, for such weie my commands 
Prom Grecia’s chiefs, when by his fatal wound 
Oppiessed, his groans and execrations dieadful 
Alarmed oui hosts, oui saci’ed iites profaned, 

And inteiiupted holy sacrifice. 
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But -why shoiUd I repeat tlie tale ? The time 
Admits not of delay. We must not linger, 

Lest he discover our arrival here, _ 

And all our purposed fraud to draw him hence 
Be ineffectual. Lend me then thy aid. 

Surveying round time, canst thou see a loek 
With double entiance — ^to the sun’s warm lays 
In winter open, and in summer's heat 
Givmg free passage to the welcome breeze ? 

A little to the left there is a fountain 
Of living water, where, if yet he breathes, 

He slakes his thnst If aught thou scest of this 
Inform me ; so shall each to each impai-t 
Council most fit, and seive-our common cause 
Heo. ^mvxng XJlysses a hide hehnd hni\. If I 
mistake not, I behold a cave. 

E’en such as thou describst. 

Uly Dost thou? nhich nay? 

Heo Yonder it is ; but no path leading thither, 

Or trace of human footstep. 

TJiiy. In his cell 

A chance but he hath lain him, down to lest j 
Look if he hath not. . 


Heo \advmcmg to the care] Hot a cieatuie theie. 
TJly. Hor food, nor mark of household prcpaiatiou ? 
Heo, a rustic bed of scattered leaves. 

L^ey. What inoie? 

Heo. a wooden bowl, the woik of some rude hand, 
With a few sticks for fuel 

This IS all 

His httle tieasure here 


Neo. ' Unhappy man 1 

Some linen foi his wounds. 

His place of habitation, far from hence 
He cannot 10am j distempered as he is, 

It were impossible He is but gone 
A httle way for needful food, 01 heib 
Of powei to ’suage and mitigate his pain. 
Wherefoie despatch this sei-vant to some place 
Of obseivatiou, whence he may espy 
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His every motion, lest lie insli upon us 
Tlieie’s not a Grecian whom his soul so much 
^ Could wish to crush beneath him as Ulysses. 

\MdIees a signal to the Attendant^ who retir 


SoEira: II. 

Neoptoeemus, Ulysses. 

Neo. He’s gone to guard each avenue ; and now, 
If thou hast aught of moment to impart 
Touching our puipose, say it \ I attend 

Uly. Son of Achilles, mark me well J Hemember, 
What we aie doing not on strength alone, 

Or courage, but on conduct 11011 depend , 

Therefoie if aught uncommon be proposed, 

Strange to thy ears and adverse to thy nature, 
lleflect that ’tis thy duty to comply, 

And act conjunctive with me. 

Neo. Well, what is it? 

Uly. We must deceive this Philoctetes , that 
Will be thy task. Wlien he shall ask thee who 
And what thou art, Achilles’ son reply — 

Thus fai within the verge of truth, no more. 

Add that lesentment fiz’ed thee to forsake 
The Grecian fleet, and seek thy native soil, 

Unldndly used by those who long noth vows 
Had sought thy aid to humble haughty Tioy, 

And when thou cam’st, ungrateful as they were. 

The arms of great Achilles, thy just right, 

Gave to Ulysses Here thy bitter taunts 
And shai’p invectives hber^ly bestow 
On me Say what thou wilt, L shall foigive, 

And Greece will not forgive thee if thou dost not, 

Por against Troy thy efforts are all vain 
Without his arrows. Safely thou mayst hold 
Piiendship and converse %vith him, but I cannot. 

Thou wert not with us when the war began, 

Hor bound by solemn oath to join oni host, 



100 


PIJJLOCTETES 


As I was , me he knows, and if he find 
Tliat I am with thee, we are both undone 
They must be ours then, these all-concjuering arms , 
Remember that, I know thy noble natui e 
Abhois the thought of treachery or fraud. 

But what a glorious prize is victory ’ 

Therefore be bold : we will be just hereafter. 

Give to deceit and me a little portion 
Of one short day, and for thy future life 
Be called the holiest, worthiest, best of men 

Neo. What but to hear alarms my conscious soul, 

Son of Laertes, I shall never practise. 

I was not born to flattei or betray , 

Nor I, nor he — the voice of fame lepoits — ’ 

Who gave me birth. What open arms can do 
Behold me prompt to act, but ne’er to fraud 
Will I descend Sure we can more than match 
In strength a foe thus lame and impotent. 

I came to be a helpmate to thee, not 
A base betrayer , and, 0 king ' believe me, 

Rather, much rather would I fall by virtue 
Than rise by guilt to certain victory. 

JJtjY 0 noWe jmuth ' and worthy of thy sire ’ 

When I like thee was young, like thee of strength 
And courage boastful, little did I deem 
Of human policy, but long experience 
Hath taught me, son, ’tis not the poweiful arm, 

But soft enchau'bng tongue that goveras all. 

Neo And thou wouldst have me tell an odious f.ilso- 
hood? 


I 

s 


TJly He must be gained by fiaud 

, By fraud ? 

Not by persuasion ? 

He’ll not listen to it ; 
And force were vainer still. 


And uhy 


Neo 

Hath he to boast? 


^Hiat mighty power • 


Ult. 

Ineintahle 


His arrous winged with death 


Neo Then it were not safe 
Een to appioach him 
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Uly ITo, tinless by fi«xud 

He be secured 

Heo. And thinkst thou ’tis not base 

To tell a he then * 

Hly Hot if on that he 

Depends our safety. 

Heo Who shall dare to tell it 

Without a blush? 

Uly. We need not blush at aught 

Tli.it ina}' promote our interest and success 

Heo. But where 's the inteiest that should bias me * 
Come he* or not to Ti’oy, impoits it aught 
To Heoptolemus ? 

TJly. Tioy cannot fall 

Witliout his an’ows 

Heo. Saidst thou not that I 

Was destined to destroy her * 

Uly Without them 

Haught canst thou do, and they uathout thee nothing 

Heo. Then I must have them. 

Uly. When tliou hast, remember 

A double prize awaits thee. 

Heo. What, Ulysses? 

Uly. The glorious names of valiant and of wise 

Heo. Away • I’ll do it Thoughts of guilt or shame 
No more appal me. 

Uly. Wilt thou do it then ? 

Wilt thou lemember what I told thee of? 

Neo. Depend on 't ; I have promised — that ’s sufficient 

Uly. Here then remain thou , I must not be seen. 

If thou stay long, I’ll send a faithful spy, * 

Who in a sailor’s habit well disguised 

May pass unknown , of him, from time to time. 

What best may suit our purpose thou shalt know. 

I'll to the ship Farewell ' and may the god 
Who brought us here, the fraudful Meicmy, 

And great Mineiva, guardian of our counti^’, 

And ever kind to me, protect us still 1 \Erevnt 
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Scene III. 


OhOROS, NeOPTOIiEMUS. 


Ohor. Master, instruct us, sti^ngers ns we are, 

"What we may utter, what we must conceal 
Doubtless the man we seek will entertain 
Suspicion of us , how are we to act 1 
To those alone Wongs the art to rule 
"Who bear the sceptre from the hand of Jove ; 

To thee of right devolves the power supreme, 

From thy great ancestois delivered down , 

Speak then, our royal lord, and we obey. 

Hbo If you would penetrate yon deep recess 
To seek the cave where Philoctetes lies. 

Go forward , but remember to return 
"When the poor wanderer comes this way, piepaievl 
To aid our purpose hero if need require 
Chob. 0 king ' we ever meant to fix our eyes 
On thee, and wait attentive to thy will ; 

But, tell us, m what part is he concealed ? 

’Tis fit we know the place, lest unobserved 
He rush upon us. Which way doth it he 1 
Seest thou his footsteps leading from the cave. 

Or hither bent ? 

Heo. [advano^ng towards tlie cave]. Behold the double 
door 

Of his poor dwelling, and the flinty bed. 

Chob And whither is its wretched master gone 
Heo Doubtless in search of food, and not far oft, 

For such his manner is, accustomed here, 

So fame reports, to pierce with winged arrows 
His savage prey for daily sustenance, 

His wound still painful, and no hope of cure 
Chob. Alas • I pity him Without a friend, 

Without a fellow-sufferer, left alone, 

Deprived of all the mutual 3 oys that flow 
!Prom sweet society — distempered too > 

How can he hear it ? 0 unhappy race 
Of mortal man * doomed to an endless round 



PHILOCTETES, 


163 


Of soriows, and immeasurable woe 1 
Second to none in fair nobility 
Was Pliiloctetes, of illustiioiis race , 

Yet lieie lie lies, fiom eveiy human aid 
Far off removed, in dreadful sohtude, 

And mingles with the wild and savage herd ] 

With them in famine and in misery 
Consumes his days, and weeps then common fate, 

> Unheeded, save nhen babbhng echo mouwis 
In bittei^'st notes responsive to his woe 

Neo. Ajid yet I wonder not \ for if aright 
I judge, fiom angiy heaven the sentence came, 

And Ohi^'sa was the cruel source of all ; 
yor detli this sad disease inflict him still 
Incurable, untliout assenting gods* 

For so the}’ have decieed, lest Txoy should fall 
Beneath Ins ariows ere th' appointed time 
Of its destruction come. 

CiroR Uo moie, my son ! 

I?EO. ^^Hiat saysb thou ? 

OiioR Sui’e I heard a dismal groan 

Of some nflhcted wietch. 

Neo Which way? 

Cnott. E’en now 

I hear it, and the sound as of some step 
Slow-moiing this way. He is not far fiom us. 

TTis plaints are louder now. Prepaie, my son • 

FTeo. For what? 

Ohor. Hew tioubles; for behold he comes 1 

Hot like the shepheid ndth his rural pipe 
And cheerful song, but groaning hea'^y. 

Either his wounded foot against some thorn 
Hath struck, and pains him sorely, or perchance 
He hath espied from fai* some ship attempting 
To enter this inhospitable port, 

And hence his cues to save it fiom destniction. 
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ACT IL 
SCEKE I. 


PfllLOCTEfES, NEOPTOLLMUS, ClIOIltTS 

'H 

Philoctetes. Say, -welcome sti-angeis, 'nlwt disastrous 
fate 

Led you to this inhospitable shore, 

Nov haven safe, nor habitation fit 
Affording ever * Of what clime, wliat lace ? 

"Who are yel Speak ' If I may trust that garb, 

Familiar once to me, ye are of Gieece, 

My much-loved country Let me hear the sound 
Of your long wished-foi voices. Do not look 
With horror on me, but in kmd compasbion 
Pity a Avretch deserted and forlorn 
In this sad place Oh 1 if ye come as friends. 

Speak then, and .ansner — ^hold some conveise with me. 
For this at least from man to man ib due. 

Neo Know, stranger, first what most thou seemst to 
wish , 

We aie of Greece. 

Phil Oh ' happiness to hear ! 

After so many yeats of dreadful silence, 

How welcome ivas that sound * Oh > tell me, son, 

What chance, what puipose, who conducted thee^ 

What brought thee thithei, what propitious gale* “■ 
Who art thou 1 Tell me all — ^infonn me quickl\ 

Heo. Hative of Scyios, hither I return , 

My name is Heoptolemus, the son 
Of biave Achilles I have told thee all 
Phil Lear is thy country, and thj father dear 
To me, thou daihng of old Lycomede , 

Bi^tell me in what fleet, and whence thou cam’st. 

Neo Fiom Tioy 

Troy? I think thou Avert not Avith us 
w hen first our fleet sailed forth. 
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"Wert thou then thei e ? 

Or know st thou aught of that great entei prise? 

PniL Know you not then the man whom you behold ? 

Keo. How should I know whom I had never seen ? 

PniL. Have you ne’er heard of me, nor of my name ? 
Hath my sad story never reached your ear? 

^Eo. Never. 

Piiiti. Alas ' how hateful to the gods, 

How veiy poor a wietch must 1 be then. 

'riiat Greece sliould never hear of woes hke mme ’ 

But they who sent me lather, they concealed them. 

And smile tiiumphant, whilst my cruel wounds 
Grow deepei still 0, sprung from great Achilles ’ 
Behold before thee Pagan’s ut etched son, 

AVith whom, a chance but thou hast heard, remain 
The dreadful arrows of renoivned Alcides, 

E’en the unhappy Philoctetes — lum 
Whom the Atridie and the vile Ulysses 
Inhuman left, distempered as 1 was 
By the envenomed sei pent’s deep-felt wound 
Soon as they saw that, with long toil oppiessed. 

Sleep had o’ei taken me on the hollow lock. 

There did they leave me when from Chrysa’s shoie 
They bent their fatal course , a little food 
And these few rags were all they would bestow. 

Such one day be their fate ' Alas ! my son, 

How dreadful, tlunkst thou, was that waking to me, 
Wlien from my sleep I rase and saw them not • 

How did I weep * and moiu’n my in etched state * 

When not a ship remained of all the fleet 
That brought me here — no kind companion left 
To ministei or needful food or balm 
To my sad wounds On every side I looked, 

And nothing saw but woe * of that indeed 
Measure too full. For day succeeded day, 

And still no comfort came , myself alone 
Could to m^reelf the means of life afi:brd. 

In this poor grotto On my boiv I lived : 

Tlie winged dove, uhich my sharp aiiow slew 
With piin I bi ought into my little hut. 

And feasted theie", then from the bioken ico 
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1 slaked my tlurst, or crept into tke wood 
For useful fuel j from the stricken Ihnt 
I drew the latent spaxk, that warms mo still 
And still revives. Tins with my humble roof 
Preserve me, son. But, oh ! my wounds romain. 

Thou seest an island desolate and waste ; 

No friendly port nor hopes of gain to tempt, 

Nor host to welcome in the traveller ; 

Few seek the wild inhospitable shoie. 

By adverse ivinds, sometimes th* unwilling guests, 

As well thou mayst suppose, were hither driven^ 

But when they came, they only pitied me, 

Gave me a little food, or better garb 
To shield me from the cold , m vam 1 prayed 
That they would bear me to my native soil, 

For none would hsten. Hero for ten long yeais 
Have I remained, whilst misery and famine 
Keep fresh my wounds, and double my misfortune 
This have th’ Atridm and Ulysses done, 

And may the gods with equal woes repay them ' 

Choh, 0, son of Psean 1 well might those, who came 
And saw thee thus, in kmd compassion weep , 

I too must pity thee — I can nb more. 

Neo. I can bear witness to thee, for I know 
By sad experience what th’ Atridai are, 

And what Ulysses. 

Bhii.. Host thou suffered then ? 

And dost thou hate them too** 

. Oh ' that these hands 

Could vindicate my wrongs ' Mycenm then 
And Spaita should confess that Scyros boasts 
Of sons as brave and valiant as their oivn. 

Pmi, 0 noble youth* But whei-efore cam’st thou 

hither? 


"Whence this resentment ^ 

IwilltelUheeall, 

J-t 1 can bear to tell it. Know then, soon 
As great Achilles died 

<5h, rtay, my . 
N’eo He is, and not 


V 
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By mortal hand, but by Apollo’s shaft 
Fell glonous 

Phil Oh ! most worthy of each other, 

The slajer and the slain 1 Permit me, son, 

To mourn his fate, ore I attend to thine. [//c toce^w 
Neo. Alas ! thou needst not weep for others’ woes, 
Tliou hast enough already of thy own. 

Phil, 'Tis veiy true ; and therefoie to thy tale 
Neo. Thus then it was. Soon as Aclulles died, 
Phccnix, the guardian of ins tender years, 

Instant sailed foith, and sought mo out at Seyms j 
With him the wai}' chief Ulysses came. 

They told mo then (or tine or false I know not), 

My father dead, by me, and me alone 

Pmud Tro)’’ must full. I yielded to their piayeis , 

I Iioped to see at least the dear remains 
Of him wliom living I had long in vain 
Wished to behold. Safe at Sigeum’s poit 
Soon we ariived. In crowds the numerous host 
Tluonged to embrace me, called the gods to witness 
In me once more they saw them loved Achilles 
To life lestoied ; but he, alas I was gone. 

I shed the duteous tear, then sought my friends 
Th’ Atridie — friends I thought ’em ! — claimed the aims 
Of my dead father, and what else xemamed 
His late possession : when — 0 cruel words ! 

And wretched I to hear them — thus they answered : 

“ Son of AchiUes, thou in vain demandst 
Those arms alread}' to Ulysses given ; 

Tlie rest be thine ” I wept. “ And is it thus,” 
Indignant I rephed, “ye daie to give 
My right away ?” “ Know, boy,” Ulysses ciied, 

“That right ivas mine, and therefoie they bestowed 
The boon on me : me who px’eserved the arms. 

And bitn who boie them too.” With anger fired 
At this proud speech, I threatened all that rage 
Oould dictate to me if he not returned them. 

Stung ivitli my words, yet calm, he answered me : 

“Thou "weit not with iis, thou wert in a place. 

Where thou shouldst not have been ; and since thou 
meansb - — - 
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To brave us thus, know, thou shalt never bcar^ 
Those arms with thee to Scyros , lesolvecl. 
Thus injured, thus depnved of all 1 held 
Most piecious, by the worst of men, I left 
The hateful place, and seek my native soil. 
hTor do I blame so much the proud Ulysses 
As lus base masters — army, city, all 
Depend on those who rule 'Whcu men giou vile 
The guilt IS theirs who taught them to he iMcked. 
I’ve told thee all, and him who hates the Atndie 
I hold a friend to me and to the gods 


Chorus, 


atiophe, 

0 Eaith ' thou mother of great Jove, 

Embracing all with univeisal love, 

Author benign of evei v good, 

Through whom Pactolus rolls his golden flood I 
To thee, whom in thy lapid car 
Fierce lions dmw, I rose and made my piayi 
To thee I made my souows knowi, 

When from Achilles’ injuied son 
Th’ Atndie gave the prize, that fatal day 
When proud Ulysses bore lus aims array. 


Phil I rvondei not, my friend, to see you heie, 
And I believe the tale , for rvell 1 knorr 
Tlie man nho rironged jou, knorv the base Ulysses 
Falsehood and fraud dwell on his lips, and nought 
That’s just or good can he expected fiom him , 

But strange it is to me that, Ajax present, 

He dare attempt it. 

Ajax IS no more ; 

Had he been hviiig, I had ne’er been spoiled 
Thus of my right 

Is he then dead 1 

Phil Alas I the son of Tydeus, and that Save, 
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Sold by his father Sisyphus, they live, 

Fnuoithy ns they aie 

Alas * they do, 

And flouiish still. 

My old and worthy fiiend 
The P} hail sage, how is he ? Ho could see 
Then aits, and would have given them better counsels. 
Heo. Weighed down ^nth grief he lives, but most 
unliappy, 

Weeps his lost son, his dear Antilochus. 

Phil 0 double woe ' whom I could most have wished 
To live and to be hapj^y, those to pensh 1 
TJlisses to suivive ' It should not be 
Hto Oh • tis a subtle foe , but deepest plans 
May sometimes fail 

Pinii Wheie was Patioclus then, 

TK> {aUiev’s deavest fiiendl 

Heo He too was dead. 

In war, alas — so fate oidains it evei — 

The cowaid ’scapes, the biave and viituous fall. 

Phil. It is too tiue, and now thou talkst of couaids, 
Wheie IS that woithless ■wretch, of readiest tongue, 
Subtle and voluble 1 
Heo. Ulysses 1 

Phil No , 

Thei sites, ever talking, neierheaid 
Neo I have not seen him, but I heai he hves. 

Phil I did not doubt it. evil nevei dies, 

The gods take caio of that If aught theie be 
Piaudful and vile, ’tis safe, the good and just 
Peiisli unpitied by them Wheiefoie is it? 

When gods do ill, why should ive worship them ? 

Neo Since thus it is, since vii'tue is oppressed, 

And Mce tiiumphant, who deseive to live 
.Vie doomed to pensh, and the guilty leigii 
Hencefoi-th, 0 son of P.eaii ' fai fiom Tioy 
And the Atndaj will I live remote 
I would not see the man I cannot love 
My baiien Scyios shall afford me refuge, 

And home-felt joys dehght my futui e days 
So, faie thee well, and may th’ indulgent gods 
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Heal thy sad wound, and gi'ant thee every msh 
Thy. soul can form ' Once moie, fai ewell 1 i ©o, 

Tlie first piopitious gale. , 

Pmn ^ What’ now, my soul 


So soon? , . 1 ji„ 

Neo Immediatelj’^ , the time demands 

We should be near, and ready to depait. 

pHin. How, by the memory of thy honoured sire, 

Hy tby loved mother, by whate’er lemains 
On earth most dear to thee, oh J hear me now, 

Thy suppliant I Ho not, do not thus forsake me, 

Alone, oppressed, deseited, as thou seest, 

In this sad place. I shall, 1 know it must, be 
A burtben to thee But, oh ! hear it kindly , 

Por ever doth the noble mind abhor 
Th' ungenerous deed, and loves humanity , 

Disgrace attends thee if thou dost for.«!ake me, 

If not, immortal fame rewaids thy goodness. 

Thou mayst convey me safe to CEta’s shores 
In one short day. I’ll trouble you no longei. 

Hide mo in any part wheie I may least 
Molest you Hear me ’ By the guardian god 
Of the poor suppliant, all-pioteeting Jove, 

I heg Behold me at thy feet, infirm, 

And wi etched as I am, I clasp thy knees 
Leave me not here then, wlieie there is no maik 
Of human footstep — ^take me to thy home ' 

Or to Euboea’s port, to CEta, thence 

Short is the way to Tiaclun, or the banks 

Of Sperchius’ gentle stieam, to meet my father, 

If yet he lives , for, oh * I begged him oft 
By those who hither came, to fetch me hence — 

Or is he dead, or they neglectful bent 
Their hasty course to then* own native soil 
Be thou my better guide ’ Pity and .save 
The poor and wretched Think, my son, how fiail 
And full of danger is the state of man — 

How prosperous, now adverse. Wlio feels no ills 
bhould therefore fear them , and when fortune smilei. 
^e doubly cautious lest destruction come 
Ivemor<!eless on him, and ho fall unpitied. 
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OnoB. Oil, pity him, my loid, foi bitteiest A\oes 
And trials most severe lie hath recounted. 

Far be such sad distress from those I love • 

Oh ' if thou hat’st the base Atridte, now 
Hevenge thee on them, serve them deadliest foe ; 

Bear the poor suppliant to his native soil ; 

So shalt thou bless thy friend, and ’scape the wiath 
Of the ]ust gods, who still protect the wretched 
Neo. Your proffered Idndness, friends, may cost \ ou 
dear, 

When you shall feel his dieadful malady 
Oppress you sore, you will repent it. 

Ohok “ Never 

Shall that leproach be ours 
Neo. In generous pity 

Of the afflicted thus to be o’ercome 
Were most disgi’aceful to me , he shall go. 

May the kind gods speed our departure hence, 

And guide our vessels to the wished-for shoie ' 

Pnir. 0 happ}' lioui 1 0 kindest, best of men ' 

And 3 'ou my dearest fiiends • how shall I thank j ou ? 
What shall I do to show my grateful heart ? 

Let us be gone ' But, oh 1 permit me fiist 
To take a last farewell of m}*- poor hut, 

Where 1 so long have lived. Pei haps jou’ll say 
I must have had a noble mind to bear it. 

The verj*^ sight to any eyes but mine 
Weie homWe, but sad necessity 
At length prevailed, and made it pleasing to me 
Chob One fiom our ship, my loid, and with him 
comes 

A stianger. Stop a moment till ue hear 
Their business with us 

\Enter a Spy in the Jtabit of a .lArc/ai/i/, 
with another Grecian. 



PBILQCTETES, 


SOBNB ir. 

Neoptolemus, Piiiloctetes, Ononus, Spy. 

Son of great Achilles, 

Know, chance alone hath brought me hither, dnven 
By adverse winds to where thy vessels lay, 

As home I sailed from Tioy.‘ There did I meet 
This my companion, who informed me nhere 
Thou mightst be found Hence to pursue my course 
A nd not to tell thee wliat concerns thee near 
Had been ungeneious, thou perhaps meantime 
Of Greece and of her counsels naught suspecting, 
Counsels against thee not by threats alone 
Or woids enforced, but now in execution. 

Neo, How by my virtue, stranger, for thy news 
I am much bound to thee, and will rejiay 
Thy service Tell me lyhat the Greelm have done. 

Spy a fleet already sails to fetch thee bac!k, 

Conducted by old Phoenix, and the sons 
Of valiant Theseus 

Heo Come they then to force me ? 

Oi am I to be won by tbeir persu.asion ? 

Spy. I know not that , you have wbat I could learn. 
Heo And did tb’ Atrid® send them ^ 

Spy Sent they are, 

And wiH be with you soon 

Neo But wherefore then 

Came not Ulysses i Did bis courage fail 1 
Spy. He, ere I left the camp, with Diomede 
On some important embassy sailed foitb 
In search — 

Heo Of whom 1 

xt i> , , There was a man — ^but stay, 

who IS thy fnend here, tell me, but p)eak softly. 

Neo The famous Phtetete 

. Ha ' begone then I 

Ask me no more — av ay, immediately 1 
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Phil. Wliat do these darli mysteiious whispers me 
Concern they me, my son 2 

I know not what 
He means to say, but I would have him speak 
Boldly befoie us all, whate'er it be. 

Spy. Do not betray me to the Crecian host, 

Hor make me speak what I would fain conceal. 

1 am but poor — they have befriended me 

Heo. In me thou seest an enemy confest 
To the Atridse This is my best friend 
Because he hates them too ; if thou art mine, 

Hide nothing then. 

Spy. Consider first. 

Heo I liare. 

Spy. The blame will be on you 

Heo. Why, let it be ; 

But speak, I charge thee. 

Spy. Since I must then, know, 

In solemn league combmed, the bold IJJysses 
And gallant Diomede have sworn by force 
Or by persuasion to bring back thy friend 
The Grrecians heal'd Laertes’ son declaie 
His purpose , far more resolute he seemed 
Than Diomede, and surer of success. 

Heo. But why th’ Atridae, after so long time, 
Again should irish to see this 'wretched exile ? 

Whence this desire ? Came it from th’ augiy gods 
To punish thus their inhumanity ? 

Spy. I can inform 3’ou ; for perhaps f TOm Gieece 
Of late you have not heard. Theie iras a prophet, 
Son of old Priam, Helenus by name, 

Him, in his midnight ualks, the wily chief 
Ulysses, curse of ever}' tongue, espied ; 

Took him, and led him eaptne, to the Cieeks 
A welcome spoil Much he foretold to all. 

And added last that Tioy should never fall 
Till Philoctetes fi-om this isle returned. 

Ulysses heaid, and instant promise gave 
To fetch him hence , he hoped by gentle means 
To gam him , those successless, force at last 
Could but compel him He vould go, he cued, 
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And if he failed his head shotild pay ihc forfeit. 

IVe told thee all, and warn thee to bo gone, 

Thou and thy friend, if thou wouldst wish to save Irnn 
Phil. And does the traitor think he can persuade me ? 
As well might he persuade me to return 
jProm death to life, as his base father did. 

SrY. Of that I know not ; I must to my ship 
Farewell, and may the gods protect you both ! \^Kxtt 
P wTT. , Lead me — expose me to the Grecian host 1 
And could the insolent tOysses hope 
With ius soft flattenes e’er to conquer me ? 

No ! Sooner would I hsten to the voice 

Of that fell serpent, whose envenomed tongue 

Hath lamed me thus. But what is theie he dare not 

Or say or do* I know he will be here 

E'en now, depend on't Therefore, let’s away 1 

Quick let the sea divide us from THysses 

Let us be gone ; for well-timed expedition, 

The task performed, brings safety and repose. 

Neo. Soon as the wind permits us we embark, 

But now ’tis adverse. 

Bhil Every wind is fair 

When we are flying from misfortune. 

Neo. ^ True; 

And 'tis against them too, 

Bhil. Alas I no storms 

Can drive hack fraud and rapine fiom their piey. 

Neo. I'm ready. Take iv hat may he necessary, 

And follow me. 

Bhii, I want not much. 

My ship will furnish you Berhaps 

There is a plant 

Which to my wound gives some relief; I must 
Have that. 

Heo. Is there aught else? 

T i- r 

d forgot. I must not lose that treasure. 

[Philoctetes steps toioards Ms Grotto^ and 

Nrn A , ^ n .. onngs out hs iota and arrows. 

Aie tne^e the famous caiiows then ? 
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Phil They are. 

ITeo. And may I be permitted to behold, 

To touch, to pay my adoration to them * 

Phil In these, my son, in ever)’thmg that *s mine 
Thou hast a nght 

ISTeo But if it be a crime 

I would not , othemise 

Phil Oh • thou ait full 

Of piety j in tliee it is no crime , 

In thee my fiiend, by whom aldne I look 
Once nioie ivith ple.asuie on the radiant sun — " 

Bj- whom I live — who giv’st me to leturn 
To my deal fathei, to my fi lends, my countiy 
Sunk as I was beneath my foes, once more 
I nse to tiiumph o’er them by thy aid 
Behold them, touch them, but return them to me, 

And boast tliat viitue which on thee alone 
Bestowed such honour Virtue made them mine 
I can denj' thee nothing : he, whose heait 
Is gi'ateful can alone deserve the name 
Of friend, to evei}' treasure far siipeiior. 

IfEO. Go in. ... , 

Phil Come iidth me ; for my painful wound 

Bcquiies thy fnendly hand to help me onwaid 

* (Exeunt 


Chorus 


Stiophe 

Since proud Ixioa, doomed to feel 
The tortiues of th’ eternal whem, 

Bound by the hand of angiy Jme, 

Received the diie lewards of impious love , 

Is e’er was distress so deep or woe so great 
4s on the wietohed Philoctetes 'wait , 

" mo ever v.dth the 3 ust and good. 

Guiltless of fraud and inpine, stood, 

And the fair paths of inrtue still pureued j 
Alone on this i“^ospitid)le shore, 
miere waves for ever beat and 

How could he e’ei oi hope or « 

Or painful life .support beneath such u eig i 


oir 
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Antish'Ojthc. 

Exposed to the inclement shieSj 
Deserted and foilorn ho lies, 

No fiiend or fellow-moui nei thei e 
To soothe bis sorrows and divide his c.\ic, 

Or seek the healing plant of power to ’sitago 
His aching wound and mitigate its i*age , 

But if perchance, andiile leleased 
Erom torturing pain, he sinks to rest. 

Awakened soon, and hy sharp hunger piest., 
Compelled to wandei forth 111 search of food, 

He crawls in anguish to the neighhoiii mg nood , 
Even as the totteiing infant in despaii 
"Who mourns an absent mother’s kind suppoitmg caiQ. 

fiiropht 2. 

The teeming earth, who mortals still supplies 
With eveiy good, to him hei seed denies , 

A sti anger to the ]oy that flows 
Erom the kind aid which man on man bestow 
Nor food, alas ’ to him was given, 

Save when Ins arrows pieiced the birds of heaven j 
Nor e’er did Bacchus’ heait-expanding bowl 
Eor ten long yeais relieve his cheeriess soul. 

But glad was he his eager thirst to slake 
In the unwholesome pool, 01 ever-stagnant lake. 

AtUishophe 2 

But now, behold the 3oyful capture freed , 

A fairer fate, and brighter days succeed ; 

Eor he at last hath found a friend 
Of noblest race, to save and to defend. 

To guide him with protecting hand, 

And safe lestoie him to his native land , 

S? ^anks to join the throng 

Of Mehan nymphs, and lead the choial song 
A ^P> ■'''^hich saw Alcides rise, 

And from the flammg pile ascend his native skies. 
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ACT HI. 

Scene I. 

JSTeoptolemus, Philoctetes, Chorus 

Neo Come, Philoctetes, why thus silent? Wherefoie 
This sudden tenor on thee ’ 

Phil. Oh t 

Neo. Whence is it ? 

Phil. Nothing, my son , go on ' 

Neo. Is it thy wound 

That pains thee thus ? 

Phil. No , I am better now. 

O gods ! 

Neo. Why dost thou call thus on the gods ? 

Phil To smile piopitious, and preserve us Oh 1 

Neo Thou ait in misery. Tell me — ^uilt thou not? 
What is it ? 

Phil 0 my son > I can no longer 
Conceal it fiom thee Oh > I die, I peiish ; 

By the great gods let me imploie thee, now 
This moment, if thou hast a swoid, oh • stiike, 

Cut olF this painful limb, and end my being ’ 

Neo. What can this mean, that unexpected thus 
It should toiment thee? 

Phil. Know you not, mj son ? 

Neo. Wliat is the cause? 

Phil. Can you not guess it ? 

Neo. 

Phil. Noi I. 

Neo. That’s stiangei still 

Phil. ' 

Neo. This new attack is teiiible indeed ' 

Phil. 'Tis inexpressible ! Have pity on ino ! 

Neo. -What shall I do? 

Phil. Do not be teriified, 

And leave me. Its 1 etui ns are legular, 
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And like fcke traveller, when its apiietit© 

Is satisfied, it will depart. " Oh ! oh 1 

Neo. Thou art oppressed with ills on every side. 

Give me thy hand. Oome, mlt thou lean upon me ? 

Phil. No; but these arrows, take ; pi’eservo oni foi 
me. 

A little while, till I grow better Sleep 
Is coming on me, and my pains ivill ce.ase. 

Let me be quiet. If meantime our foes 
Surprise thee, let nor force nor artifice 
Deprive thee of the gieat, the precious trust 
I have reposed in thee , that were ruin 
To thee, and to thy fiiend 
Neo. Be not afraid — 

No hands but mine shall touch them ; give them to me. 

Phil Receive them, son , and let it be thy prayer 
They bring not woes on thee, as they have done 
To me and to Alcides. 

[(riws /nm the how and arroits. 
Neo May the gods 

Forbid it ever f May they guide our coiuse 
And speed our prospeious sails ' 

Phil Alas ’ my son, 

I fear thy vows are vain. Behold my blood 

Mows from the wound ? Oh ' how it pains me ' Non 

It comes, it hastens < Do not, do not leave me ! 

Oh I that Ulysses felt this rackmg tortuie. 

E’en to his inmost soul I Again it comes • 

0 Agamemnon > Menelaus ! why 

Should not you bear these pangs as I have done? 

0 death ’ wheie art thou, death ? so often called, 

Wilt thou not listen ? wilt thou never come « 

Take thou the Lemnian fire, my geneious friend. 

Do me the same kind office which I did 
For my Alcides These are thy reward j 
He gave them to me. Thou alone deseiwest 
®ie great inheritance What says my fnend ? 

What sa^ my dear preserver ? Oh < wheie ait thou ? 
Neo. I mourn thy hapless fate. 

Phil. 


Be of good cheer. 
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Quick my disoider comes, and goes as soon j 
I only beg tbee not to leave me beie. 

Neo, Depend on ’t, I will stay. 

I*ii^i** Wilt thou indeed ? 

Neo. Tirust me, I will. 

Phil. I need not bind thee to it 

By oath. 

Neo. Oh, no 1 ’twere impious to forsake thee 
Phil, Give me thy hand, and pledge thy faith. 

Neo. I do. 


Phil. Thither, oh, thither lead > 

\PoinUng uii to heaven. 

Neo. What sayst thou ? wheie ^ 

Phil, Above 

Neo. What, lost again ? Why lookst thou thus 

On that bright circle ? ' 

Phil. Let me, let me go * 

Neo. \lays luUd qflarn\. Wliere wouldst thou go ? 
Phil Loose me. 

Neo. I will not 

Phil. Oh > 

You’ll kill me, if you do not 
Neo. \kts Mm go\. There, then, now 

- Is thy mind better ? 

Phil Oh 1 receive me, earth • 

Receive a dying man. Here must I he. 

For, oh ! my pain’s so great I cannot rise. 

[Philoctetes mils dotvn on the earth near 
the mtiance of the cave. 


Scene II 

Heoptolbmus, Chorus 

Heo, Sleep hath o’ertaken him. See, his head is Jam 
On the cold earth j the balmy sweat thick drops 
From every limb, and fiom the broken vein 
Flows the warm blood j let us indulge his slumbers. 
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And like the traveller, when its appetite 
Is satisfied, it will depart. Oh ! oh • 

Neo. Thou art oppressed with ills on every side. 

Give me thy hand. Oome, wilt thou lean upon me ? 
Pmii. Ko ; hut these arrows, take ; preserve ’em for 
me 

A little while, till I grow better Sleep 
Is coming on me, and my pains iviU cease. 

Let me be quiet If meantime our foes 
Surprise thee, let nor force nor artifice 
Deprive thee of the great, the precious trust 
I have reposed in thee j that were ruin 
To thee, and to thy friend 
Nbo. Be not afraid — 

hTo hands but mine shall touch them ; give them to me. 

Phiii Keceive them, son , and let it be thy prayer 
They bnng not woes on thee, as they have done 
To me and to Alcides. 

\Gvoe8 htm the bow and ows. 
Neo May the gods 

Forbid it ever 1 May they guide our course 
And speed our prospeious sails > 

Phil Alas • my son, 

I fear thy vows are vain. Behold my blood 

Flows from the wound ? Oh ' how it pains me ' Kou 

It comes, it hastens » Do not, do not leave me ' 

Oh I that Ulysses felt this rackmg tortme, 

E’en to his inmost soul 1 Again it comes > 

0 Agamemnon 1 Menelaus > why 

Should not you bear these pangs as I have done? 

0 death • where ait thou, death ? so often called, 

Wilt thou not listen ? wilt thou never come * 

Take thou the Lemnian fire, my generous friend, 

Do me the same kind office which I did 
For my Alcides These are thy reward ; 

He gave them to me. Thou alone deseiwest 
The great inhentance What says my friend ? 

What says my dear preserver ? Oh 1 wheie art thou ? 
Neo. I mourn thy hapless fate. 

Phil 


Be of good cheer, 
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Quick my disorder comes, and goes as soon j 
I only beg tbee not to leave me here. 

Neo. Depend on % I will stay. 

Wilt thou indeed ^ 

l?EO. Tiaist me, I will. 

I need not bind thee to it 

By oath. 

Neo. Oh, no 1 ’twere impious to forsake thee 
Phil. Give me thy hand, and pledge thy faith. 
i^'Eo. I do. 

Phii,, Thither, oh, thither lead ! 

\EoinUng wp to heaven, 

Neo. What sayst thou ? where ? 

Phil, Above 

Neo. What, lost again ? Why lookst thou thus 

On that blight circle ^ 

Phil. Let me, let me go * 

ITeo. pays hold qfhwi\. Where wouldst thou go ? 
Phil Loose me. 

Neo. I will not. 

Phil. Oh > 

You’ll Idll me, if you do not 
Neo. Pcfc Mm yo]. There, then ; now 

Is thy imnd better ? 

Phil. Oh * receive me, earth * 

Deceive a dying man. Here must I he; 

For, oh ' my pain’s so great I cannot use. 

[Philoctetes stnlsdoion on the eaith near 
the entrance of the cave. 


Scene II 

Heoptolemus, Chorus 

Neo, Sleep hath o’ertaken him. See, his head is lam 
On the cold earth ; the balmy sweat thick drops 
From every limb, and from the broken vein 
Flows the warm blood ; let us indulge his slumbers. 
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Chorus, 

INVOCATION TO SLEEP. 

Sleep, thou patron of mankind, 

Great physician of the mind, 

Who dost nor pain nor sorrow know, 
Sweetest balm of every woo, 

Mildest soveieign, hear us now. 

Hear thy retched suppliant’s vow ; 

His eyes in gentle slumbeis close, 

And continue his repose , 

Hear thy wi’etched suppliant’s vow, 

Great physician, hear us now. 

And now, my son, what best may suit thy purpose 
Consider well, and how we are to act. 

What more can we expect? The time is come j 
'.For better far is opportunity 
Seized at the lucky hour than all the counsels 
Which wisdom dictates or which craft inspires. 

Heo. He hears us not But easy as it is 
To gam the prize, it would avail us nothing 
Were he not with us 1 Phoebus hath reserved 
For him alone the crown of victory , 

But thus to boast of what we could not do, 

And break our word, were most disgraceful to us 
Chor. The gods will guide us, fear it not, my son , 
But what thou sayst speak soft, for well thou knonst 
The ack man's sleep is short. He may awake 
And hear us, therefore let us hide our purpose. 

If then thou thinkst as he does — ^thou knowst whom— 
This is the hour. At such a time, my son. 

The wisest err. But mark me, the wind’s fair. 

And Philoctetes sleeps, void of all help — 

Lame, impotent, unable to resist, 

He is as one among the dead. E’en now 
We’U take him vnth us. 'Twere an easy task 
Leave it to me, my son. Theie is no danger 
Neo. No more ’ His eyes are open See, he moves. 
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ScEKE III. 

PllILOCTETESj KeOPTOLEMUSj OhORUS 

Phil, [aicalijjy]. 0 fan I’etuvnuig light * beyond 
my hope } 

You too, my laud pieseivens * 0 my son ! 

I could not think thou wouldst have stayed so long 
In kind compassion to thy fiiend Alas > 

The Atridm never would have acted thus. 

But noble is thy natme, and thy birth, 

And theiefoie httle did my wietchedness, 

Nor fiom my wounds the noisome stench deter 
Thy generous heai t T have a httle respite ; 

Help me,' my son ' I’ll try to iise , this weakness 
Will leave me soon, and then we’ll go togethei 
Neo. I httle thought to find thee thus lestoied. 

Trust me, 1 3 oy to see thee free fiom pain, 

And hear thee speak , the marks 'of death were on thee. 
Baise thyself up, thy fi lends heie, if thou uilt, 

Shall cariy thee, ’tv ill be no burthen to them 
If we 1 equest it. 

Phil. No , thy hand alone j 

T IV ill not tiouble them , ’twill be enough 
If they can bear with me and my distemper 
When we embaik. 

Neo Well, be it so , but use 

Phil. r»isMiol Oh' never feai. I’ll use as veil sis ever. 
*• •* [EMunt. 


ACT IT. 

Scene I 

Neoptoleai us, Philoctetes, Chorus 


Neoptollmus How shall I act ’ 
Phil 


What saj-s my son ? 
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Neo ' 

I know nofi wlia6 to say,* my doubtful mjnd- 
Phil. Talked j^ou of doubts? You did not surely.^ 

Nbo 

That’s my misfortune. 

Phil Is then my distress 

The cause at last you will not take me with you? 

Neo All IS distress and Uusery when we act 
Against our natuie and consent to ill. ^ 

Phil But suie to help a good man in misfortune^ 

Is not against thy nature 
l^^Bo Men will call me 

A villain , that distracts me. 

Phil, Not for this ; 

For what thou meanst to do thou mayst desen^e it 
Nbo What shall I do? Diiect me, Jove • To hide 
What I should speak, and tell a base untruth 
Were double gudt. 

Phil. He purposes at last, 

I fear it much, to leave me. 

Neo Leave thee • No 1 

But how to make thee go with pleasure hence, 

Theie I’m distressed. 

Phil I undeiEtand thee not ; 

What means my son ? 

Neo I can no longer hide 

The dreadful seciet fiom thee j thou art going 
To Troy, e’en to the G-reeks, to the Atiidie. 

Phil. Alas! whatsayest thou?' 

Do not weep, but liear me. 
Phil What must I hear ? what wilt thou do with mo ? 
Neo First set thee fieej then carry thee, my friend, 
To conquei Troy. 

Is this indeed thy piu’pose? 

Neo. This am I bound to do. 

Phil. p]ien am I lost, 

U^ndone, betiayed Oanst thou, my friend, do this? 

Give me my aims again. 

It cannot be. 

I must obey the powei-s who sent me hither • 

Justice enjoins -the common cause demands^t, 
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PiHL Thou worst of men, thou vile artificer 
Of fiand most infamous, wLat hast thou done ? 

How have I been deceived ? Dost thou not blush 
To look upon me, to behold me thus 
Beneath thy feet imploring ? Base betrayer I 
To I'ob me of my bow, the means of life, 

The only means — give ’em, restoie ’em to me ! 

Do not take all • Alas • he heam me not, 

Hor deigns to speak, but casts an angry look 
That says I never shall be free again 
0 mountains, iivei’s, rocks, and siivage heids ’ 

To 3 'ou I spealv — to you alone I now 

Must bieathe my soirows, you are uont to hear. 

M)’ sad complaints, and I aviII tell you all 
That I have suffered from Achilles’ son, 

"Who, bound by solemn oath to bear me hence 
To my dear native soil, now sails for Troj' 

The perjured wietch first gave liis plighted hand, 

Tlien stole the saeied arrows of my friend, 

The son of Jove, the gieat Alcides, those 
He means to show the Greeks, to snatch me hence 
And boast his prize, as if poor Philoctetes, 

This empty shade, weie worthy of his arm. 

Had I been what I was, he ne’er had thus 

Subdued me, and e’en now to fraud alone 

He owes the conquest . I have been betrayed 

Give me my aims again, and be thyself 

Once moie Oh, speak ' Thou wilt not ? Tlien I’m lost. 

0 my poor hub ’ again I come to thee 
Haked and destitute of food j once more 
Receive me, here to die , for now, no longer 
Shall my swift airow reach the flj'ing prey. 

Or on the mountains pierce the wandering heid , 

1 shall mj'self afford a banquet now 

To those I used to feed on — ^they the huntei-s, 

And I their easy prey, so shall the blood 
Which I so oft have shed be paid by mine. 

And all this too fron him whom once I deemed 
Stranger to fraud nor capable of ill j 
And yet I will not curse thee till I know 
Whether thou still letainst thy horrid pui^o-je, 
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Or dost repent thee of it , if thou dost not, 

Destruction wait thee ’ 

Qhoe We attend your pleasure, 

]y£y loyal lord, we must he gone j determine 
To leave, or take him witli us. 

jfEo. His distress 

Doth move me much. Trust me, I long have felt 
Compassion for him 

Phio. Oh ' then hy the gods 

Pity me now, my son, nor let mankind 
Reproach thee foi a fi aud so hase. 

RTeo Alas • 

What shall I do? Would I were still at Scyros I 
Por I am most unhappy 
Phil 0 my son * 

Thou art not base by nature, but misguided 
By those who are, to deeds unworthy of thee 
Turn then thy fraud on them who best deserve it ; 
Restore my arms, and leave me. 

ITeo. Speak, my friends. 

What’s to be done ? 


SCESE II. 


Philoctetes, Neoptolemus, Chorus. Ulysses. 


Uly. ' Ab> dost thou hesitate? 

Traitor, be gone ' Give me the aims. 

Phil Ahme« 

Ulysses here ? 

Uly. Aye ' ’tis Ulysses’ self 

That stands before thee. 

Then I’m lost, betraj’ed ! 

This was the cruel spoiler 
Hly. Doubt it not. 

’Twas I j I do confess it. 

Phil, [to Neoptolemus]. 0 my son t 
Give me them back. 

5 them ‘ 

Tl^self must go, or we shall drag thee hence 
Phil. And will they force me ? 0 thou daring -villain 
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Uly They will, unless thou dost consent to go 
Phil Wilt thou, 0 Lemnos] uilt thou, mmhtv 
Tulcani ^ 

With thy all-conquei’ing fire, permit me thus 
To be tom from thee? 

Uly Know, gieat Jove himself 

Doth here preside. He hath decreed thj fate ; 

I but perform his uill 

Phil Detested wretch, 

Mak’st thou the gods a covei for thy ciime * 

Do they teach falsehood * 

Uly" Ho, they taught me truth, 

And therefore, hence — that way thy journey lies. 

[Foj7Jtt7iff to thi, sea 

Phil. It doth not 

TJly But I say it must be so 

Phil. And Philoctetes then was born a slai e ' 

I did not know it. 

Uly Ho, I mean to place thee 

E’en with the noblest, e’en mth those by u hom 
Pioud Thoy must peiish. 

Phil > Hever will T go. 

Befall what may, whilst this deep cave is open 
To bury all my soirows 

Uly. What wouldst do? 

PiiiL Heie throw me down, dash out my desperate 
brains 

Against this rock, and sprinkle it inth my blood 
Uly. [/o tlie Chorus] Seize, and pi event him ’ 

\They seize htm 

Phil Manacled ' 0 Iiands I 

How helpless are you now * those arms, uhich once 
Piotected, thus torn from you ! \To Ulisses. 

Thou abandoned, 

Thou shameless wietch 1 fiom whom noi tiuth nor 
justice, 

Haught that becomes the generous mind, can flow, 

How hast thou used me * how beti aj ed ' Suborned 
This stranger, this poor 3 ’outb, uho, uoithier far 
To be my friend than thine, was onl} lieit* 

Thj’’ instrument , he Icneu not u hat he did. 
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And now, thou seest, repents him of the ciime 
■Which brought such guSt on him, such woes ou me 
But thy foul soul, which from ite dark recess 
Trembling looks forth, beheld him void of art, 
"OnwiUing as he was, instructed him, 

And made him soon a master in deceit 
I am thy prisoner now , e’en now thou meanst 
To drag me hence, from this unhappy shore, 

Where first thy malice left me, a poor exile, 

Deserted, fnendless, and though living, dead 
To all mankind. Pensh the vile betiayer ! 

Oh » I have cursed thee often, but the gods 
Will never hear the prayers of Philoctetes 
Life and its joys are thine, whilst I, unhappy, 

Am but the scorn of thee, and the Atiidie, 

Thy haughty masters. EVaud and foice compelled 
thee, 

Or thou liadsb never sailed with them to Tioy 
I lent my willing aid , ivith seven brave ships 
I ploughed the main to serve them. In return 
They cast me forth, disgraced me, left me here 
Thou sayst they did it , they impute tho ciime 
To thee And what will you do mth me now ? 

And whither must I go 1 What end, what purpose 
Could urge thee to it “2 I am nothing, lost 
And dead already. Wheiefore — ^tell me, wherefore ? — 
Am I not still the same detested burthen, 

Loathsome and lame ? Agam must Philoetetes 
Disturb your holy ntes ? If I am with you 
How can you make libations ? That was once 
Your vile pretence for inhumamty. 

Oh I may you perish for the deed » The gods 
^ "Will grant it sure, if 3 ustice be their care — 

( And that it is I know. You had not left 
Your native soil to seek a wretch hke me 
Had not some impulse from the powers above, 

Spite of yourselves, ordamed it 0 my country I 
And you, 0 gods ! who look upon this deed, 

Punish, in pity to me, punish all 

The guilty band • Could I behold them perish 

My wounds were nothing; that would heal them all. 
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Choii. \to Ulysses], Observe, my loi’d, what bitterness 
of soul 

His words express , he bends not to misfortune, 

But seems to brave it. 

Uly. I could answer him, 

Were this a time for words; but now, no more 
^ Tlian this — I act as best befits our purpose 
Wheie viitue, truths and justice aie requiied 
Ulysses yields to none , I was not born 
To be o’ercome, and yet submit to thee 
Let him lemain. Thy arrows shall suffice , 

We want tliee not ; Teucer can draw thy bow 

As well as tliou , myself with equal stiength 

Qan aim the deadly shaft, inth equal skill 

What could thy presence do ? Let Lemnos keej) thee. 

Farewell 1 perhaps the honours once designed 

For thee may be reserved to grace Ulysses 

Phil. Alas I shall Greece then see my deadliest foe 
Adorned with .aims which I alone should bear? 

Uly. Ho more ' 1 must be gone. 

Phil [^o HeoptolemusJ Son of Achilles, 

Thou wilt not leave me too ? 1 must not lose 
Thy conveise, thy assistance, 

' Uly. [io Heoptolbmus. Look not on him ; 

Away, I charge thee ' ’Twould be fatal to us. 

Phil, [fo iho Oiionus] Will you f 01 sake me, fiiends 1 
Dwells no compassion 
Within your bi easts foi me? 

Ohou [jmntinff to Heoptoleiius] He is our masloi , 
We speak and act but as his will dii ects 

Hno. I know he will upbraid me for this weakness, 

But ’tis my nature, and I must consent. 

Since Philoctetes asks it. Stay you -nuth him, 

Till to the gods our pious prayers we offer, 

And all tilings aie piepaied foi our depaiture ; 

Perhaps, meantime, to better thoughts Ins imnd 
May turn relenting. Wc miust go Bemombei, 

When we shall call you, follow instantly. 

fA’iriV I'Jt/i UiAfesiL^ 
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Pfijii. 0 my pool hut ' and is it then decreed 
Again I come to thee to part no more, 

To end my wretched days in this sad cave, 

The scene of all my woes 1 For -vyhither now 
Can I betake me? Who will feed, suppoi-t, 

Or cherish Philoctetes ? Ifot a hope 

Remains for me.' Oh! that th’ impetuous storms 

Would bear me ivith them to some distant clime ! 

For I must perish here. 

Ohob. Unhappy man ' 

Thou hast provoked thy fate , thyself alone 
Art to thyself a foe, to scorn the good, 

Which wisdom bids thee take, and choose misfortune. 

Phii.. Wretch that I am, to peiish here alone ! 

Oh • I shall see the face of man no more, 

Nor shall my aiTows pierce then winged prey. 

And bnng me sustenance > Such vi'e delusions 
Used to betray met Oh ' that pains like those 
I feel might leach the authoi of my woes ! 

Chob The gods decieed it, we aie not to blame. 
Heap not thy cuises therefore on the guiltless, 

But take our friendship. 

Phil, \jpoiiUiing to the sea-s/to>c] I behold him theie 
E’en now I see him laughing me to scorn 
On yonder shore, and in his hands the darts 
He waves triumphant, which no aims but these 
Had ever borne 0 my dear glorious treasuie • 

Hadst thou a mind to feel th’ indignity, 

How Avouldst thou gneve to change thy noble master, 
The fnend of gieat Alcides, for a metch ' 

So vile, so base, so impious as Ulysses ! 

Chor Justice will ever rule the good man’s tongue, 
Hor from his lips leproach and bitterness 
Invidious flow. Ulysses, by the voice 
Of Greece appointed, only sought a friend 
3*0 join the common cause, and seiwe his countiy. 
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Phil. Hoar me, ye winged inhabitants of air, 

And you, who on these mountains love to feed, 

My savage prey, whom once I could pursue , 

Fearful no more of Philoctetes, fly 
This hollow rock — I cannot hint you now , 

You need not dread to enter here Alas ' 

You now may come, and in your turn regale 
On these poor hmbs, when I shall be no more 
Where can I hope for food ? or vho can breathe 
Tins vital air, when hfe-pi'esening eaitli 
!N’o longer mil assist him ^ 

Chou. B}'’ the gods ' 

Let me entreat thee, if thou dost regaid 
Our master, and thy friend, come to him now. 

Whilst thou mayst ’scape this sad calamity , 

Who but thyselt would choose to be unhappy 
That could pi event it ? 

PiiiL. Oh > you have brought back 

Once more the sad rememibrance of my griefs , 

Why, why, my friends, would you afflict me thus ? 
Ohor. Afflict thee — how * 

Phil Think you I’ll e’ei return 

To hateful Tioy * 

Ohor. We would advise thee to it, 

Phil. I’ll hear no more. Go, leave me ' 

Ohor. That we sh.all 

Most gladly. To the ships, my friends , away ' \Gom>j 
Obey 3'our ordei s 

Phil [stops them] By protecting Jove, 

Who hears the supphant’s prayer, do not forsake me ' 
Ohor [returning]. Be calm then. 

Phil. 0 my fnends ' will you then stai ? 

Do, by the gods I beg you. 

Ohor Why that groan ? 

Phil. Alas * I die My wound, my wound • Hereaftei 

What can I do ? You will not leave me ' Hem 

Ohor What canst thou say we do not know already ^ 
Phil O’erwhelmed by such a storm of griefs as I am. 
You should not thus resent a madman’s fienzy. 

Ohor Comply then and be happy. 

Phil. I'^ever, novel ' 

1. 
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*Be sure of that. Tho’ thunder-bearing Jove 
Should mth his lightnings blast me, would I go? 

No « Let Troy pensh, perish all the host 
Who sent me here to die j but, 0 my friends ! 

Grant me this last request. 

CsoB. What IS it 1 Spoah. 

PsiL A sword, a dart, some instrument of death. 
Choe. What wouldst thou do 

Phil. Pd hack off every limb. 

Death, my soul longs for death. 

Choe But wherefore is it ? 

Phil. I’ll seek my father. - 

Choe. Whither ? 

Phil. In the tomb, 

There he must be. 0 Scyros 1 0 my countij’- 1 
How could I bear to see thee as I am — 

I who bad left thy sacred shores to aid 
The hateful sons of Greece? 0 misery ' 

[Goes m(o the cave. Exeunt. 


ACT T 


Scene I. 

TTlysses, Neoptoleuus, Ghorxis. 

Choeus, Ere now we should have taken thee to our 
ships, 

But that advancing this way I behold 
Ulysses, and with him AchUles’ son. 

Uly. Why this return ? Wherefore this haste ? 

ISEO. T 

fn. ^ COHIG 

io purge me of my crimes. 

Tvr n j ^ Indeed! What crimes? 
Neo. My blind obedience to the Grecian host 
And to thy counsels. 
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Base or unworthy of thee % 

Neo. ^ Yes, hyart 

And vile deceit betrayed th’ unhappy. 

TJly. Whom? 

Alas ! what mean you ? 

Heo. Nothing But the son 

Of Paean— 

TJly. Ha ' what wouldst thou do 1 My heart 

Misgives me , ^ 

Neo. I have ta’en his arms, and now 

TJly. Thou wouldst lestore them ! Speak 1 Is that 
thy purpose f 
Almighly Jove * 

Neo Unjustly should I keep 

Anothei'’s right ? 

Uly. Now, by the gods, thou meanst 

To mock me ' Dost thou not ? 

Neo If to speak truth 

Be mockery. 

Uly And does Achilles’ son 
Say this to me ** 

Neo. Why force me to lepeat 

My words so often to thee ? 

Uly. Once to hear them 

Is once indeed too much. 

Neo. Doubt then no more, 

For I have told thee all, 

Uly. There are, remember, 

Theie are who may pi event thee. 

Neo Who shall dare 

To thwait my purpose? 

Uly. All the Grecian host. 

And with them, I. 

Neo Wise as thou art, Ulysses, 

Thou talkst most idly. 

Uly. Wisdom is not thine 

Either in word or deed. 

Neo. Know, to be just 

Is better far than to be wise. 

Uly, But uheie, 
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Wheie IS the justice, thus unauthorized, 

To give a treasuie back thou ow’st to me, 

And to my counsels? 

]!?'eo. I have done a wrong, 

And I will try to make atonement for it 

UtY. Dost thou not fear the power of Gieece ? 

^ fear 

Nor Greece noi thee, when I am doing light 
"Dly. ’Tis not with Troy then we contend, but thee, 
IvEO. I know not that 

ZTly. Seest thou this hand 1 behold, 

It grasps my swoid 

Neo Mine is alike prepaied, 

Nor seeks delay 

Uly But I uill let thee go , 

Gieece shall know all thy guilt, and shall revenge it. 

[Exit Ulysses. 


Scene II. 

Neoptolemus, Chorus 

Keo ’Twas well determined, alwajs be as ivise 
As now thou art, and thou mayst hve in safety . 

[Appioadliing totoai 'ds the cave. 
Ho ’ son of Psean > Philoctetes, leave 
Thy rocky habitation, and come forth. 

Phil [/Vom the cave\ “What noise was that ? ‘Who 
calls on Philoctetes? [Me comes out. 


Scene III 


Philocyetes, Neoptolemus, Chorus 

Phil Alas ’ what would you, straugeis ? .Are you 
come 

To heap fresh miseries on me ^ 

1 xi . 1 comfort. 

And hear the tidings which I bring 
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Phil. I dare not , 

Thy flattering tongue already hath betrayed me 

Neo And IS there then no room for penitence ? 

Phil. Such were thy words, when, seemingly sinceie, 
Yet meaning ill, thou stolst my arms away. 

Neo. But now it is not so. I only came 
To know if thou art resolute to stay, 

Or sail with us. 

Phil. ITo more of that , ’tis vain 

And useless all. 

Neo. Art thou then fixed? 

Phil ^ 1 am , 

It IS im'possible to say how fiimly 

BTeo. I thought I could have moved thee, but I’ve 
done. 

Phil. ’Tis well thou hastj thy labour had been vain; 
For never could my soul esteem the man 
Who robbed me of my dearest, best possession. 

And now would have me listen to his counsels — 
Unworthy offspring of the best of men > 

Perish th’ Atridaa ' perish first Ulysses • 

Perish thyself 1 

Neo Withhold thy imprecations, 

And take thy aiTows back, 

Phil . A second time 

' Wouldst thou deceive me? 

' Neo. By th* almighty power 

Of sacred Jove I swear 

PniL 0 joyful sound ' 

If thou sayst tiuly. 

Keo Let my actions speak 

Stietch forth thy hand, and take thy awns again 

/mn the m 1 oils 


Scene IV. 

Ulysses, Philoctetes, Neoptolemus, Chorus 

Uly Witness ye gods * TIeie, m tiie name of Giccco 
And the Atiido?, I f 01 bid it. 
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Phil 

What voice IS that? Ulysses? 

Uly Aye, ’tis I- 

I who perforce will carry thee to Troy 

Spite of Achilles’ son. ; 

Phil iftis aTin cts vnt&ndvfig to ihi ow wn> 

an ow at Ulysses] Not if I aim 
This shaft aiight. 

Neo Now, by the gods, I beg thee ^ 

Stop thy rash hand 1 \Laying hold of him, 

Phil. Let go my aim 

mo, I will not. 

Phil. Shall I not slay my enemy ^ 

Neo. Oh, no! 


’Twould cast dishonour on us both. 

Phil Thou Imowst, 

These Grecian chiefs are loud pretending boasteis. 

Brave but in tongue, and cowards in the field. 

Neo. I know it, but lemember, I lestored 
Thy arrows to thee, and thou hast no cause 
Por rage or for complaint against thy fnend. 

^ Phil I own thy goodness Thou hast shouTi thyself 
Worthy thy birth , no son of Sisyphus, 

But of Aclnlles, who on eaith pieserved 
A fame unspotted, and amongst the dead 
Still shines superior, an illustrious shade 

Neo Joyful I thank thee for a father’s praise, 

And for my own , but hsten to my words. 

And mark me well. Misfortunes, which the gods 
Inflict on moitals, they pei force must bear ; 

But when, oppiessed by voluntary woes, 

They make themselves unhappy, they deserve not 
Our pity or our pardon Such art thou 
Thy savage soul, impatient of advice, 

Rejects the wholesome counsel of thy friend, 

And treats him like a foe ; but I will speak, 

Jove be my witness ' Therefore hear my woids, 

And grave them in thy heart. The dire disease 
Thou long hast sufiFeied is from angry heaven, 

Which thus afflicts thee for thy rash appioach 
To the fell serpent, which on Ohrysa’s shore 
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Watehed o’er tlie sacved treasuies Know beside, 
That whilst the sun in yonder east shall rise, 

Or in the west decline, distempered still 
Thou ever shalt remain, unless to Troy 
Thy -vnlUng mind transport thee. There the sons 
Of iEsculaiiius shall restore thee— there 
By my assistance shalt thou conquer Troy. 

I laiow it well ; for that prophetic sage. 

The Trojan captive Helenus, foietold 
It should bo so. “ Proud Ti’oy (he added then) 
This very year must fall ; if not, my life 
Shall answer for the falsehood ” Therefore yield. 
Thus to be deomed*the first of Grecians, thus 
By Pajan’s favourite sons to be restored, 

And thus marked out the conqueror of Troy, 

Is suie distinguished happiness 
Piiiii. ^ 0 life I 

Detested, why ivilt thou still keep me here ? 

"Why not dismiss me to the tomb ' Alas i 
What can I do ? How can I disbeheve 
My generous friend ? I must consent, and yet 
Can I do this, and look upon the sun 1 
Can I behold my fiiends — ivill they forgive, 

Will they associate with me after this ? 

And you, ye heavenly orbs that roll around me. 
How wdl ye beai to see me Imked with those 
Who have destroyed me, e'en the sons of Atreus, 
E’en with XTlysses, souice of all my woes ? 

My sufierings past I could forget j but oh • 

I dread the woes to come , for well I know 
When once the mind 's corrupted it brings forth 
TJnnumbeied crimes, and ills to ills succeed 
It moves my wonder much that thou, my friend, 
Shouldst thus advise me, whom it ill becomes 
To think of Troy. I rather had believed 
Thou wouldst have sent me far, far ofl^ fiom those 
Who have defrauded thee of thy just right, 

And gave thy arms away. Are these the men 
Whom thou wouldst serve 1 whom thou wouldst thus 
compel me 

To save and to defend ? It must not be. 
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Eemembev, 0 my son ' the solemn oath 
Thou gav’st to bear me to my native soil 
Do this, my friend, remain thyself at Scyro*?, 

And leave thes&e wretches to be •wretched still 
Thus shalt thou merit double thanks, from mo 
And from thy father, nor by succour given 
To ■wle betrayers prove thyself as vile. 

Neo Thou sayst most tiuly. Yet confide in heaven, 
Trust to thy fnend, and leave this hated place 
Phil Leave it ' Por whom ? Por'Troy and the 
Atndie * 

These wounds forbid it. 

Nbo They shall all be healed, 

Where I will carry thee. 

Phil An idle tale 

Thou tellst me, surely, dost thou not ? 

Nbo I speak 

What best may serve us both 
Phil But, speaking thus, 

Dost thou not fear th’ oflfended gods ? 

Neo Why fear them ? 

Can I offend the gods by doing good ? 

Phil What good ? To whom ? To me or to th’ 
Atridse ? 

Neo I am thy friend, and therefore would peisuade 
thee 

Phil. And therefore give me to my foes. 

I^Eo Alas ' 


Let not misfortunes thus transport thy soul 
To rage and bitterness, 

I*hil Thou wouldst destroy me. 

Neo. Thou knowst me not 

Phil I know th’ Atridas well, 

Who left me here. 

IfEO They did , yet they perhaps, 

hJ en they, 0 Philoctetes ! may preserve thee 

Phil I never will to Troy. 

ISfEo What ’s to be done ? 

bmee X can ne’er persuade thee, I submit 
lilve on in 
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Phil Then let me suftei* , 

Suifei’ I must , but, oh • peiform thy piomise , 

Think on thy plighted faith, and guard me liomo 
Instant, my fnend, nor evei call back* Troy 
To my remembrance , I have felt enough 
Fiom Tioy olieady. 

Neo. Let us go; piepare * 

Phil. 0 glonous sound ' 

Neo Bear thyself up 

Phil. 1 wll, 

If possible 


Neo. But how shall I escape 
The wrath of Gieece? 

Phil Oh ! think not of it 

IsTeo What 

If they should waste my kingdom ? 

Phil. I’ll bo theie 

Neo. Alas ! what canst thou do? 

Phil And with these arrous 

Of my Alcides 

Neo. Ha i What sayst thou ? 

Phil. Pnve 

Thy foes befoio me Not a Gieek shall daie 
Approach thy boideis 

N^eo. If thou wilt do this, 

Salute the eaith, and instant hence Away ’ 


Scene IV 

Hercules, Glysses, Neoptolbmus, Philoctetes, 

Chorus 

Her. {descends and sjjea^s] Stay, son of Pa>an ’ 
to thee ’tis given 

Once moie to see and heai thy loied Alcides. 

Who foi thy sake hath left yon heavenly mansions, 
And comes to tell thee the decrees of Joio, 

To turn thee from the paths thou meanst to fiaid, 



138 


PJJILOCtEfBS. 


And guide thy footsteps nght Therefore attend. 

Thou Tmnwst Tvhat toils, what lahoui’s I endured, 

Ere I by vutue gained immortal fame ; 

Thou too like me by toils must lise to glory — 

Thou too must suffer, ere thou canst be happy, 

Hence with thy friend to Tioy, wheie honour calls, 
Where health awaits thee— where, by virtue laised 
To highest rank, and leader of the war, 

Baris, its hateful author, shalt thou slay, 

Lay waste proud Troy, and send thy trophies home, 

Thy valour’s due reward, to glad thy sire 
On (Eta’s top The gifts which Greece bestou s 
Must thou reserve to gi ace my funeral pile. 

And be a monument to after-ages . 

Of these all-conqueiing arms. Son of Achilles 

[<MJ ning io Keoptolemus 
(For now to thee I speak), lemember tliis, 

Without his aid thou canst not conquer Tioy, 

Hor Bhiloctetes ^vlthout thee succeed ; 

Go then, and, like two lions in the field 
Roaming for prey, guard ye each other well; 

My jEsculapius will I send e'en now 

To heal thy wounds Then go, and conquer Troy; 

But when you lay the vanquished city waste. 

Be careful that you veneiate the gods; 

For far above all other gifts doth Jove, 

Th’ almighty father, hold true piety ; 

Whether we live or die, that still survives 
Beyond the reach of fate, and is immoital. 

ETeo Once more to let me hear that wished-foi voice, 
To see thee after so long tune, was bliss 
I could not hope for Oh ’ I will obey 

Thy great commands most wilhngly. 

Fhil. 

Her. Delay not t^u. Forlo» a piospeiousivind 
Swells in thy sad. The time invites. Adieu • 

"[Hercules Tcoscsnds, 
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Scene Y. 

PniLOCTETES, UriYSSES, Neoptolemus, Chorus. 

Phii. I ^\^ll but pay my salutations here, 

And instantly depart. To thee, my cave, 

"Where I so long have dwelt, I bid farewell ’ 

And 5'ou, ye nymphs, who on the watery plains 
Deign to reside, farewell < Farewell the noise 
Of beating waves, which I so oft have heard 
From the rough sea, which by the black winds diiven 
O’erwhelmed me, shivering Oft th’ Heimajan mount 
Echoed my plaintive voice, by wintry storms 
Afflicted, and returned me groan for groan. 

Now, ye fresh fountains, each Lycsean spring, 

I leave you now. Alas ' I httle thought 
To leave you ever. And thou sea-girt isle, 

Lemnos, farewell • Permit me to depait 
By thee unblamed, and with a prosperous gale 
To go where fate demands, wheie kindest friends 
By counsel urge me, wheie all-powerful Jove 
In his unerring wisdom hath decreed. 

Chor. Let us be gone, .and to the ocean nymphs 
Our humble piayers prefer, that they would all 
Propitious smile, and grant us safe return. 
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DEAMATIS 

Crfok, King of Thebes 
Eura-pice, Wt/c of Cl eon 
Hamovt, SonofOreoii 
Antigoxe, Daughter ofCRdipu^ 
IsMFXE, Sister of Antigone, j 


PEKSON/E. 

Tiresias, a Prophet 
A Messenger, Gparp, Ser- 
vant, and Attendants 
Chords, eomposed of Ancient 
Hen of Thebes, 


ACT I 
Scene I 

Antigone, Ismene. 

Antigone. 0 my dear sister, my best-beloved Ismene * 
Is there an evil, by the -vrnith of Jove 
Reserved for CEdipus* unhappy race. 

We have not felt already * Sorrow and shame, 

And bitterness and anguish, all that’s sad. 

All that's distressful, hath been ours, and now 
This dreadful edict from the tyrant comes 
To double our misfortunes Hast thou heard 
What harsh commands he hath imposed on all, 

Or art thou still to know ivhat future ills 
Our foes have yet in store to make us uTetched * 
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Ism Bmco that unhappy day, Antigone, 

TThen by each other’s hand our brothers fell, 

And Gieece dismissed her armies, I have heard 
Kaught that could mve or joy or grief to me. 

Ant. I thought -mou wert a stranger to the tidings 
And thei’efore called thee forth, that heie alone 
I might impart them to thee. 

Ism. Oh ’ what are they ? 

For something dreadful labouis in thy hi east 
Akt. Know then, from Cieon, our indulgent lord. 
Our hapless brothers met a different fate . 

To honour one, and one to infamy 

He hath consigned. With funeral rites he graced 

The body of our dear Eteocles, 

Whilst Polynices* wretched carcase lies 
XJnburied, unlamented, left exposed 
A faast for hungiy vultures on the plain. 

Ko pitying fnend will dare to violate 
The t}T.’ant’s haish command, for public death 
Auaits th’ offender Oreon comes himself 
To tell us of it — such is our condition 
This is the crisis, this the hour, Ismene, 

That must declare thee worthy of thy birth, 

Or show thee mean, base, and degenerate 
Issi What wouldst thou have me do ? — defy his 
power ? 

Contemn the laws? 


Axt, To act with me, or not ; 

Consider and resolve. 

Isst What daring deed 

Wouldst thou attempt? What is it ? Speak ’ 

To * * 

And take the body, my Ismene. < 

Ha! 

And wouldst thou dare to bury it, when thus 
We are foi bidden? 

, Aye, to bury him / 

Ho is my brother, and thine too, Ismene, 
^lerofore, consent or not, I have detennined 
X h not disgrace my birth. 

Pronounced it death to all 1 ® 
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Ant. _ He liatli no wglit, 

No po^^e^’ to keep me from my own. 

IsiT , Alas » 

Remember our unhappy father’s fate . 

His eyes torn out by his own fatal hand, 
Oppressed with shame and infamy he died ; 

Rruit of his crimes ' a mothm*, and a wife — 
Dreadful alHance I — self-devoted, fell , 

And last, in one sad day, Eteocles 
And Polynices by each other slam 
Left as we are, deserted and forlorn. 

What fiom our disobedience can we hope 
But miseiy and ruin ? Poor weak women. 
Helpless, nor formed by nature to contend 
W^ith powerful man We aie his subjects too 
Theiefore to this, and woise than this, my sister, 
We must submit. Por me, m humblest piayei 
Will I address me to th’ infernal poweis 
For pardon of that ciime which well they know 
Sprang from necessity, and then obey, 

Smee to attempt what we can never hope 
To execute, is folly all and madness 
Ant. Wert thou to pi offer what I do not ask — 
Thy pool assistance — would scoin it now. 

Act as thou wilt, I’ll bury him myself j 
Let me perform but that, and death is welcome ; 
I’ll do the pious deed, and lay me down 
By my dear brother. Lovmg and beloved 
We’ll lest together; to the poweis below 
'Tis fit we pay obedience; longer there 
We must remain than we can bieathe on earth. 
Theie I shall dwell foi ever, thou, meantime, 
What the gods hold most precious mayst despiise 
Isar I reverence the gods; but, m defiance 
Of laws, and unassisted to do this, 

It were most dangerous. 

Ant. That be thy excuse, 

Whilst I piepaie the funeral pile. 

Issr. Alas 1 

I tremble for thee. 

Ant. 

And not for me. 


Tremble for thyself, 



144 


ANTIGONE. 


Is3i Oh > do not tell thy purpose, 

I heff thee, do not . I shall ne’er betray thee. 

Axt. I’d have it loiown, and I shall hate thee 


more 

I'd thy concealment, than, if lond to all, 

Thou wouldst pioclaun the deed. 

Thou heist a hear 

Too daring, and ill-suited to thy fate 
Akt I know my duty, and I'll pay it there 
"Wheie ’twill be best accepted. 

Ism Couldst thou do it 

But 'tis not in thy power. 

Ant. When I know that 

It will be time enough to quit my puipose. 

IsM It cannot be ; ’tis folly to attempt it. 

Ant. Go on, and I shall hate thee ’ Our dead brother. 
He too shall hate thee as his bitterest foe ; 

Go, leave me here to suffer for my rashness j 
Whate’er befalls, it cannot be so dreadful 
As not to die with honour 
Isir Then farewell. 

Since thou wilt have it so j and know, Ismene 
Pities thy weakness, but admues thy virtue \Exmnt 


vScENE II 
Chorus, 

Sttophe I. 

By Diice's sweetly-flowing stream, 

Ne’er did the golden eye of day 
On Tliebes inth fairer lustre beam. 

Or shine with moie auspicious ray 
See the proud Argive, with Ins silver shield 
And glittering aimour, quits the hostile plain, 

No longer dales maintain the luckless field, 

l^ut vanquished flies, nor checks the loosened i ein 
With dreadful clangoui, like the bird of Jove 
On snowy nings descending from above, 
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His vaunted poweit> to tins devoted laud, 

In bittciest vnath did Pol 3 'nices lead, 

With ciesled helmets, and a numerous h.and 
He came, and fondly hoped that Thebes should 
bleed. 


AntisiropliQ i. 

High on the lofty tower he. stood, . ' 

-And viewed th' encircled gates below, 

With spears that thiisted for our blood. 

And seemed -to scoin th’ unequal foe. 

But, fraught ivith vengeance,' ere the rising flame 
Could waste our bulwarlcs, or our walls suiround, 
Mais to assist the fieiy serpent came, ^ < 

And brought the toj^eiing eagle to the gioimd •' 
That god who hates the boastings of the proud 
^w the rude violence of th’ exulting crowd , 
Already now the tiiumph was prepaied, 

The •wreath of inctory and the festal song, 
When Jove the clash of golden aimoui heard, 
And hurled his thundei on the guilty throog. 


Stiophe 2 

Then Oapaneus, elate with piide, 

Eieice as the rapid whnlwind came. 

Eager he seemed on every side 
To spiead the all- devouring flame , 

But soon he felt the winged lightning’s blast, ^ 

By angry heaven with speedy vengeance sent — 
Down from the lofty tuiiets headlong cast, 

For his foul crimes he met the punishment 
Each at his gate, long time the leadeis stiove, 

Then fled, and left their arms to conqueiing Jove', 
Save the unhappy death-devoted pan , 

The wretched biethien, who unconqueied stood. 
With rancoious hate inspiied, and fell despaii. 

They leeked then vengeance in each othoi's blood 
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And lo » mth smiles propitious see 

To Thebes, for numerous cars renowned, 

The goddess comes, fair 'Victory, 

With fame and endless glory crowned ! 

Henceforth, no longer vexed by war’s alarms. 

Let all our sorrows, all our labouis cease; 

Come, let us quit the dm of ratthng arms, 

And fill our temples with the songs of peace. 

The god of Thebes shall gmde our steps anght. 

And ci’own with many a 1^ the festive night. 

But see, still anxious iov his native land, 

Our king, Menseceus* vahant son, appear ; 

. With some fair omen by the gods’ command 

He comes to met his aged council here. \Exmnl 


ACT II. 

Scene I 
Crbon, Chorus 

Creon At length oui cmpu’e, shook by civil broils. 
The gods to peace and safety have restored ; 
Wlieiefoie, my fiiends, you had our late request 
That you should meet us here , for well I know 
Your firm allegiance to great Laius, next 
To CEdipus, and his unhappy sons ; 

These by each other’s hand untimely slam, 

To me the sceptre doth of right descend, 

As next in blood Never can man be know, » 

His mind, his will, liis passions ne’er appear 
Till power and office call them forth; for me, 

’Tis my film thought, and I have held it ever, 

That he who rules and doth not follow that 
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Which wisdom comisols, but, lestiJiined by fear, 
ShutsS up liH lips, must be the woi-st of men , 

Kor do J deem him worthy who piefeis 
A friend, Iiow dear soever, to lus countiy. ^ 
Should I behold — ^witness alhseoing Jo\e> — 

This cit}’ wiongod, I never would be silent, 

Kevoi would mnko the foe of Tliebes my fiiend, 

Por on hci safet)’ must depend our own ; 

And if she llomish we can never vant 
Assistance or suppoit Thus vould 1 act. 

And Iherefoio lane 1 sent ni}’' edict foith 
3 'ourhing the sons of OEdipus, commanding 
'Jimt they should bury him 11110 nobly fought 
And died foi TJiebos, the good Eteocles, 

CJiacing Ins moniorv "mth each honour due 
To the illustrious dead For Pol}nices, ^ , 
Abandoned cmIc, foi a blather’s blood - 

Tlnirsling insatiate — ^lio who vould in flames 
ITaic nastcd all, his countiy and liis gods. 

And made ) ou slaves — I have decreed he he 
Unhuried, his vile carcase to the birds 
And hungiy dogs a prej' Theie let him rot 
Inglorious — ’tisniy will; for ne’er fiom me 
Shall vice inherit virtue’s due rewaid. 

But him alone who is a friend to Thebes. 

Living or dead shall Cieon reveienee still 

CiiOR. Son of Mena?ceus, 'twas thy gieat behest 
Thus to rewaid them bothj thine is the power 
O’er all supreme, the living and the dead 

CiiKOK Bo caieful then my oideis are obeyed 
Ciion. 0 sir * to younger liands commit the task. 
OnEON. I have appomted some to watch the body 
OnoR, What then remains for us 9 
Creon To see that none 

By your connivance violate the law 

CnoR. Scai’ce ivill the man be found so fond of deatli 
As to attempt it. 

Oreok Death is the reward 

Of him who dares it , but oftimes by hope 
Of SOI did gain are men betrayed to rum 



ANTIGONE. 


148 


ScbKb it 


Messbngeii, CeeoNj Choeits. 


Mbs 0 king ' I cannot boast that hither sent 
I came ^vlth speed, for oft my troubled thoughts 
Have driven me back , oft to myself I said, 

Why dost thou seek destruction 2 Yet again 
If thou report it not, from other tongues 
Oreon must hear the tale, and thou wilt suffer. 

With doubts like these oppressed, slowly I came, 

And the short way seemed like a* tedious journey j 
At length I come, resolved to tell thee all 
Whate’er the event, I must submit to fate 

Oreon Whence aie thy fears, and why this hesita- 
tion! 

Mes Eirst for myself , I meut not thy wrath , 

It was not I, nor have I seen the man 
Who did the guilty deed 

Oreon. Something of weight 

Thou hast t’ impait, by this unusual oaie 
To guard thee from our anger 

hlES Fear mil come 

Where danger is 

Oreon tSpeak, and thou hast thy pardon. 

Mbs The body of Polpiiees some insh hand 
Hath buried, scattered o’er his corpse the dust. 

And funeial ntes pei formed. 

Oreon Who dared do this ? 

Mes ’Tis yet unknown ; no mark of instrument 
Is left behind the earth still level all, 

Hor worn by track of chariot wheel The guard, 
Who watched that day, call it a miiacle , 

Ho tomb was raised , light lay the scattered eaith, 
As only meant to avoid the imputed curse, 

Nor could we tince the steps of dog or beast 
Passing that way Instant a tumult rose , 

The guards accused each other , nought was proved, 
But each suspected each, and all denied, 

Offeiing, in pi oof of innocence, to grasp 
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The Iminnig steel, to walk iluounfli fue, and take 
'riiou- solemn oath ^hc^ knew not of the deed , 

At length, one mightier thnu the lest, pioposed— 
!Nor could no think of better means — that all 
Should bo to thee di’'co\oied ; 'in ns my lot 
To biing th’ unnelcomo tidings, and I come 
To pour my nows unwilling into e.iis 
I'*' nw illing to I'cceiie it, for 1 know 
None ever lo\ed the messenger of ill 

C'lroii. To mo it seems as it the hand of heaven 
Weio in this deed 

t-'Hi ov. Be silent, oie my lage, 

Thou I ash old man, pionounco thee fool and dotard, 
Jfonid suggestion i Tlnnk'st thou, then, the gods 
Take caie of men hko theso? "Would they presence 
Or lionour him w ho came to burn their altais, 
Piofane then lilcs, and trample on their laws? 

Will they icwaid llie bad ? It cannot be. 

But well I know the murniming citizens 
Brooked not om mandate, shook their heads in 
«:ociot, 

And, ill-aflected to me, w’ould not stoop 
Their haughty ciests, or bond beneath my yoke 
By hue coiiuiited, some of these have dared 
The ventiuous deed Gold is the w-oret of ills 
That o\ er plagued mankind . this w astes oiir cities, 
JDiives forth tlicir natives to a foieign soil, 

Taints Iho pine heait, and turns the ■nituoiis mind 
To basest deeds ; aitificer of fiaud 
Supieme, and souico of every wickedness 
The wretch coiTupted for this hateful pm pose 
Must one day sufl’ei , for, obseive me w’ell. 

As I levere that power by w'hom I sw^ear. 

Almighty Jove, if you conceal him from me, 

If to my eyes you do not bung the traitoi, 

, Know’, death alone shall not suffice to glut 
My vengeance, living shall you hang in toiments 
Till you confess, till you have learned fiom me 
Theie is a profit not to be desired, 

And own dishonest gams have ruined moie 
Than they have saved. 
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]yiE 5 . 0 king > may I depart, 

Or wait thy further orders? 

Credit. Knowst thou not 

Tliy speech is hateful? Hence’ 
ixv^ Wherefore, my lord ? 

Obeox. Know you not why’ 

1 hut olfeud your car, 

They who have done the deed afflict your soul 

Creon. Away’ Thy talk but makes thy guilt appear. 
IvrTCR hly lord, I did not do it 
Oreoe. Thou hast sold 

Thy life for gain 

l\fRs ’Tis cruel to suspect me 

Cheoe. Thou talkst it biavely , hut remember all, 
Unless you do produce him, you shall find 
The miseries which on ill-got wealth auait [E'V// 

ATes Would he were found. That we must leave to 
fate, 

Be it as it may, I never will return 

Thus safe beyond my hopes, ’tis fi^t I pay 

Hy thanks to the land gods who have preserved me. 


Scene III. 

Chorus. 

Strophe i. 

Since first this active world began, 

Hature is busy all in every part , 

But passmg all in wisdom and in art, 

Superior sbiues inventive man ; 

Bearless of wintiy winds and cuchng waves, 
lie ndes the ocean and the tempest braves , 

On him unwearied earth with kvish hand. 
Immortal goddess, all her bounty pours, 
Patient beneath the rigid plough’s command, 
Year after year she yields her plenteous stores 
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AntistropJie i. 

To drive the natives of the wood 
Pi’om their rude haunts, or in the cruel snare, 

To catch the winged mhahitants of an*, 

Or tiap the scaly brood , 

To tame the fiery courser yet unbroke 
With the hard lein, or to the untried yoke 
To bend the mountain bull, who wildly fiee 
O’er the steep locks had wandered unconfined-— 
These are the ail® of moital industry. 

And such the subtle powei of humankmd. 

StropJie 2 . 

By learning, and fair science crowned, 

Behold him now fuU-fiaught with wisdom’s lore, 
The laws of natuie anxious to exploie, 

With depth of thought profound. 

But naught, alas ! can human wisdom see 
In the dark bosom of futurity 

The power of ivisdom may awhile prevail, 

Awhile suspend a mortal's fleetmg breath, 

But never can her fruitless arts ai’ail 
, To conquer fate, or stop the hand of death. 

Antistiophe z. 

Man’s ever-active changeful will 
Sometimes to good shall bend his virtuous mind, 
Sometimes behold him to foul deeds inclined, 

And pi one to eveiy lU. 

Who guiltless keeps the laws is still approved 
By every tongue, and by his country loved 
But he who doth not, from his native land 
A wi etched exile, far, oh < far from me 
May he be driven, by angry Heaven’s command, 
And live devote to shame and infamy ' 

Chor. Amazement I Can it be Antigone ? 

Or do my eyes deceive me? Ho, she comes 
0 • ivretched daughter of a ivretched father I 
Hast thou trangressed the laws, and art thou ta’en 
In this adventurous deed, unhappy maid ? 
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Sclm: IV. 


Axtigoxj', Guaiu), Ciioiiis. 

Guaud Behold the woman mIjo hath done llif : 
r th’ veiy act of burial v>q sinpiiscd her 

Wliere is the king ? . 1 1 t 

QiiOR Returned, as mo coind ivisii , 

E’en now he comes this m ay. 


Scr.Ni: V. 

CnEO.v, A.vTJGo.\f., Glard, Ciioitt** 

Ckeon Whom ha^ o m e liei e ? 

Doth justice smile upon us? 

Guard. 0 nn loi d I 

Never should man too confident as^ei t, 

Much less by oath should bind Inmself l<i uiight. 

Eor soon our judgments change, and one opunnij 
Destioys another By thy tin cats aim nie<l 
But now, I vowed I never Mould leluin ; 

Yet thus pieserved bejond my hope?, I come. 

Bound by that duty •which I om e to theo 
And to my country, to bring hero this Migm, 

Whom, as she spnnkled o’er her brothci ’s duit 
The varied nTeath, M'e seized The Milling task 
Was mine, nor as of late bj' lot determined 
Receive her then, 0 king ! Judge and condemn 
The guilty as it best becomes thy Misdom ; 

Henceforth 1 stand acquitted 

CrEON But SA} hoM , 

Where didst thou find her ? 

Guard To say all, Tuas she 

Who buried Polynices. 

Greon Art thou sure ? 

Guard These eyes beheld hei 
, CreoxV Buts.'vy, how discmeiedl 

G UARD. Thus then it m as. No sooner h.id I left thee 
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Than, mindful of thy wjath, with careful hands 
TVom off the putrid carcase we removed 
The scatteied dust, then, to avoid the stench, 
Exhaling noisome, to a hill retired , 

There watched at distance, till the mid-day sun 
Scoiched o’er our heads Sudden a storm aiose, 

Shook every leaf, and rattled through the gro^ e, 
Filling the troubled element. We closed 
>Our eyes, and patient boie the wrath of heaven. 

At length the tempest ceased, when we beheld 
This virgin issuing foi*th, and heard her cries 
Distressful, like the plaintive bird who views 
The plundered nest, and mourns her ravished young 
E’en thus the maid, when on the naked coiso 
She cast her eyes, loud shneked, and cursed the hand 
That did the impious deed, then sprinkled o’ei 
The crumbled earth, and from a brazen urn, 

Of nchest work, to the loved relics thrice 
Her due libations poured We saw, and straight 
Pursued her IJnappalled she seemed, and still 
As we did question her, confessed it all 
It pleased, and yet methought it giieved me too. 

To find ourselves released fiom woe is bliss 
Supreme, but thus to see our fi lends unhappy 
Embitters all. I must be thankful still 
For my own safety, which I hold most dear. 

Creon Speak thou, who bendst to earth thy drooping 
head. 

Dost thou deny the fact ? 

Ant. Denj' it ? Hoi 

’Twas J. 

Oreon. \to tite Guard] Eetiie, for thou art free and 
now \turmng to Antigone 

Be brief, and tell me , heardst thou our decree * 

Ant I did, ’twas public How could I .avoid it? 

Creon. And dar’st thou then to disobej' the lav ? 

Ant I had it not fiom Jove, iioi the just gods 
Who rule below, nor could I ever think 
A mortal’s law of power or strength sufficient 
To abiogate th’ uninitten law dmne. 

Immutable, eternal, not like these 
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Of yesterday, but made ere time began. 

Shall man persuade me then to violate 

Heaven’s gieat commands, and make the gods my foes 1 

Without thy mandate, death had one day come , 

For who shall ’scape it? and if now I fall 
A little sooner, ’tis the thing I wish. 

To those who live in misery like me, 

Beheve me, king, ’tis happiness to die ; 

Without remorse I shall embrace my fate; 

But to my brother had I left the ntes 

Of sepulture unpaid, I then indeed 

Had been most wretched This to thee may seem 

Madness and folly. If it be, ’tis fit 

I should act thus — ^it but resembles thee 


Creon Sprung from a sire perverse and obstinate. 
Like him she cannot bend beneath misfortune; 

But know, the proudest hearts may be subdued ; 
Hast thou not marked the hardest steel by fire 
Made soft and flexible ? Myself have seen 
By a shght rein the fiery courser held. 

’Hs not for slaves to be so haughty , yet 
This proud offender, not content, it seems, 

To violate my laws, adds crime to crime. 

Smiles at my threats, and glories in her guilt ; 

If I should suffer her to 'scape my vengeance, 

She were the man, not I ; but though she sprang 
E’en from my sister, were I bound to hei 
By ties more dear than is Hercsean Jove, 

She should not ’scape Her sister too I find 
Accomplice in the deed — go, call her forth < 


01- • •it-- -r \to (ym of tho Attendants 

bhe IS within, I saw her raving there. 

Her senses lost, the common fate of those 
Who practise dark and deadly wickedness. 

T it i ^0 Antigone 

1 cannot bear to see the guilty stand 

Convicted of their crimes, and yet pretend 

To gloss them o’er with specious names of virtue 

^ captive ; thou wouldst have my life 

Will that content thee? ^ ' 


Yes ; tis all I wish. 
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Ant Why this delay then, when thou knowst my 
To thee as hateful aie as thme to me ? ' [woidss 

Thezefoie dispatch ; I cannot hve to do 
A deed moie gloiious j and so these would all 

[pointing to the Chorus 

Confess, were not then* tongues restrained by fear, 

It is tlie tjuant’s privilege, we know, 

To speak and act whate’er he please, uncensuxed 
Greok Lives there another in the land of Thebes 
Who thinks as thou dost? 

Ant. Yes, a thousand , these — 

These think so too, but daie not utter it. 

Oreon Dost thou not blush ? 

Ant. For what ? Why blush to pay 

A sister’s duty ? 

Creon. But, Eteodes • 

Say, was not he thy brother too ? 

Ant. He was. 

Creon. Why then thus leveience him who least de- 
served it ? 

Ant. Perhaps that bi other thinks not so. 

Creon. He must, 

If thou pajrst equal lionoui to them both. 

Ant. He xvas a brother, not a slave. 

Creon One fought 

Against that countiy which the other saved. 

AlNT But equal death the rites of sepnltiu'e 
Decrees to both. 

Creon. What ' Beveience alike 

The guilt}' and the innocent ! 

Ant Perhaps 

The gods below esteem it just. 

Creon A foe. 

Though dead, should as a foe be treated still. 

Ant. My love shall go with thine, but not my hate. 
Creon. Go then,and love them in the tomb ' But know, 
Ho woman lules in Thebes whilst Creon lives 

Chor Lo ! At the poital stands the fan Ismeiic. 

Teais in her lovely eyes, a cloud of giaef 
»?its on her blow wetting her beauteous cheek 
With pious sorrow foi a sister’s fate. 
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Scene VI. 

IsMENE, Antigone, Oeeon, Cnonus. 

Cbeon Come forth, thou serpent ! Little did I think 
That I had nounshed two such deadly foes 
To suck my blood, and cast me from my throne 
What sayst thou ? Wert thou accomphce in the deed, 

Or wilt thou swear that thou art innocent ? 

Ism. I do acknowledge it, if she peimit me, 

I was accomphce, and the cnme was mine 
Ant ’Tis false j thou didst refuse, nor would I hold 
Communion with thee 

Tsm But in thy misfortunes 

Let me partake, my sister , let me be 
A fellow-sufferer with thee 

Ant. ^ Witness, death, 

And je infernal gods, to which belongs 
The gieat, the glorious deed i I do not love 
These friends m woid alone 

IsM Antigone, 

Do not despise me , I but ask to die 
With thee, and pay due honours to the dead 
Ant. Pretend not to a merit which thou hast not 
Live thou , it IS enough for me to perish. 

ISM But what IS hfe without thee ^ 

Ant Ask thy fnend , 

And pation there \Point%ng to Okeon 

Ism. Why that unkind leproach, 

When tbou shouldst rather comfort me ? 

Alas! 

It gives me pain when I am forced to speak 
So bitteily against thee. 

Ism. Is there aught 

That I can do to save thee h 

Save thyself, 

I shall not envy thee 

Ism And will you not 

Permit me then to shaie your fate? 
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irru clioice 

Was Jife, Tis mine to die. 

Issr I told tliee oft 

. It would be so. 

Ant Tbou didst, and was ’t not well 

Thus to fulfil thy piophecy ? 

Ism, The ciinie 

Was mutual , mutual be the punishment. 

Ant. JPear not. Thy hfe is safe, but mine long 
since 

Devoted to the dead 

Oreon, ^ Both seem deprived 
Of reason. One indeed was ever thus 
Ism. 0 king * The mind doth seldom keep her 
seat 

When sunk beneath misfoitunes. 

Cbeon. Sunk indeed 

Thou wert in wretchedness to join with her. 

Ism. But what is life with(]^it Antigone* 

Oreon Then think not of it For she is no moie 
Ism Wouldst thou destioy thy son’s Jong*destined 
wife? 

Oreon. Oh > we shall find a fitter biide» 

Ism Alas * 

He will not think so. 

Oreon 1 11 not wed my son 

To a base woman. 

Ant 0 my deaiest Iljemon ' 

And is it thus thy fathei doth disgrace thee ? 

Oreon Such an alhance were as hateful to me 


As IS thyself 

Ism.' Wilt thou then take her from him * 

Oreon Their nuptials shall be finished by death 
Ism She then must pensh * 

Oreon. So must you and I , 

Therefore no more delay Go, take them hence, 
Oonfine them both Henceforth they shall not stii j 
When death is neai at hand the biavest fly. 
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Choeus. 

Strophe I. 

Thnce happy they, whose days in pleasure flow, 

Who never taste the bitter cup of woe ; 

For when the m’ath of heaven descends 
On some devoted house, there foul disgrace, 

With grief and all her train attends, 

And shame and sonow o’ei whelm the wi’etched race, 
E’en as the Thracian sea, when vexed with, stoims, 
Whilst HflrknRfis hangs incumbent o’er the deep. 

When the black north the troubled scene defoim*:, 
And the black sands in lapid whirlwinds sweep. 

The groaning waves beat on the trembhng shoie, 

And echoing hills rebellow to the loar. 

Anttstrophe i. 

0 Labdacus • thy house must perish all-— 

E’en now I see the stately ruin fall j 
Shame heaped on shame, and ill on ill, 

Disgrace and never-ending woes. 

Some angry god pursues thee still, 

Nor grants or safety or repose. 

One fair and lovely branch unwithered stood 
And braved th’ inclement skies , 

But Pluto comes, inexorable god — 

She sinks, she raves, she dies. 

StropJie 2 , 

Shall man below control the gods above, 

Whose eyes by all-subduing deep 
Are never closed as feeble mortals’ are. 

But still their watchful vigils keep 
Through the large circle of th’ eternal year ! 

Great lord of all, whom neither time nor age 
With envious stroke can weaken or decay j 
He who alone the future can presage, 

AVho knows abke to-morrow as to-day ; 

Whilst wretched man is doomed, by Heaven's decree, 
io toil and pain, to sm and miseiy. 
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^ AtiHstrophe 2 

Oftimes the flatterev Hope, that joy inspires, 

EJIs the proud heart of man with fond desires ; 
He, careless travelJez, wanders still 
Through life, unmindful of deceit, 

Hor dreads the danger, till he feel 
The burning sands beneath his feet, 

When heaven impels to guilt the maddemng mind, 
Then good like ill appears. 

And Vice, for univezsal hate designed, 

The face of virtue wears. 


ACT<.III. 


Scene I. 

Oreon, H^mon, Chorus. 

Chorus Behold, 0 lang I thy 3 mungest hope appear — 
The noble Hsemon. Lost in grief he seems, 

Weeping the fate of poor Antigone 

Ceeon. He comes, and better than a prophet, soon 
Shall we divine his inmost thoughts, My son, 

Com'st thou, well knowing our decree, to mourn 
Th y promised bride, and angry to dispute 
A father's will ; or, whatsoe'er we do 
Still to hold best, and pay obedience to us ? 

IT a?. My father, I am thine Do thou command, 
And I in all things shall obey. ’Tis fit 
My piomised nuptial iites give place to thee. 

Creoit It will become thee with obedience thus 
To bear thee ever, and in every act 
To yield submissive to a father’s will • 

’ Tift therefore, 0 my son • that men do pray 



AhlTIGONE. 


i6o 

Toi cliiidien who \\ich kind ofhcious duty 
Mav guaid then helpless age, resist their foes, 

And like their patents love then paients’ friend, 
But he who gets a disobedient child, ^ 

■Whit doth he get but misei y and woe ? 

Ills enemies mil laugh the n*retch to sooiii 
Take heed, my son, thou yield not up thy leason. 

In hopes of pleasuxe fiom a woithless woman , 

Foi cold IS the embiace of impious love, 

And deep the n ounds of false dissembled fi lendship 
I Lite then thy bitteiest foe, despise her aits. 

And leave her to be n eddecl to the tomb 
Of all the city her alone I found 
Kebelhous , but I have hei, nor shall Thebes 
»^Aj I’m a liar I pionounced her fate, 

And she must pensh Let her call on Jove, 

Who guards the lights of kindred and the ties 
Of nature , for if those b} blood umted 
Tiansgiess the Ians, I hold myself more near 
E’en to a btiangei Who in private life 
Is just and good, mil to his country too 
Be faithful ever, but the man who, pioiul 
And fierce of soul, contemns authority, 

Despiseth justice, and o'er those who rule 
Would have dominion, such shall never gain 
Th’ applauding voice of Cieon He alone. 

Whom the consenting citizens appiove 
TJj’ acknoivledged sovereign, should in all command, 
Just or unjust his laws, in things of gieat 
Or little impoit, whatsoe’er he bids. 

A subject IS not to dispute his will , 
lie knows alike to lule and to obey, 

And 111 the day of battle will maintain 
I’he foiemost rank, his counti y’s best defence. 
Bebelhon is the noist of human ills , 

Tins nuns kingdoms, this destroys the paace 
Of noblest families, tins wages war, 

And puts the brave to flight , whilst fair obedience 
Jvceps all in safety. To preseive zt ever 
Should be A king’s fust caio We mil not yield 
lo a weak woman , if wo must submit, 



AiVTlGOXK. 


i6i 


At wo will In* oojHjJUM ed by u man, 

^*01 by a foiHalc jum llnis full inglorious 
Hi, "W {sdoin, iny fatJiei, is tlie noblest gift 
Till* gods In’sfow oil man, and bettei lav 
Than nil bis tieusuios. Why Iby jiulgincnt decm^ 
Most fit, I oannoi, would not lopicbcnd 
0{ hoi's |M}i Imps imgbt <‘all it w long Poi me 
Ms dnt\ only bids nn* to infonn }ou 
Tf aught bo done or sud that cafcti; lopioach 
Oi bl'inu* on }ou Surb loiiw would thy looks 
St like on the low’ plcbcMn, that he diiic not 
Siy aught unpleasing to thoc . be it uuno 
To toll then f)n*n what 1 of late huso lieaid 
3« s<H*ix*t whtspi'iod Voui alllictcd people 
irnifod tnnuin th* unbup])V Migms fato 
’ITiunmted, most wi etched of hei sev, 

To die for ilecds of Midi distnigmslicd virtue, 

J'oi tint die would not let a biothci ho 
TJnbmied, to the dogs and bndt. a piey, 

^^lls it not I'atlioi, ‘sny the inuimuiing ciowd, 
M'oilhy of golden honouis and fair praise? 

Such aie their dailc and .sceiet discontents 
Th} wdfaio and th\ happiness alone 
Ale all my wish , wlmt can a duld desiie 
Mow than a fatliei's lionoin, or a father 
IMoie than his child’s ? Oh ' do not then retain 
Thy will, and still believe no hcnsc but thine 
Can judge aright * The man wdio pioudly thinlos 
Kone hut luiuself or eloquent, oi wise, 

By lime hotiajcd, is hiiuided for nn idiot, 

Tiue wisdom will bo e\ei glad to leain, 

And not too fond of power. Obbcive the trees 
Tliat liend to wintr> toiients, how their bouglii> 
Unhiut icmain, whilst those that biaie the stoim, 
Uprooted tom, shall withei and decay, 

TJie pilot, w liosc nnslaclconcd sail defies 
Contending w'inds, with hliatteied baik puisnes 
Ill’s dangoious com so Then mitigate thy wintli 
Jty fnthei, and gne way to sweet lepentancc. 

If to my >outh he aught of judgment given, 

He, wlio b} knowledge and Uuo wisdom’s lules. 
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Giudes ereiy action, is the fii st of laien , 

But since to few that happiness is given, 

The next is he, who, not too proud to learn, 

Follows the counsels of the wise and good, 

Ciion 0 king ' if light the youth atlvise, ’tis fit 
That thou shouldst listen to him , so to thee 
Should he attend, as best may piofit both. 

CfiLoy. And have we lived so long then to be tau^lit 
At last our duty by a boy like thee ? 

HjE. Young though I am, I still may 3udge aright j 
Wisdom in action lies, and not in years, 

Creox Call you it wisdom then to honoui those 
Vilio disobey the laws ? 

TT^ I ivould not have thee 

Protect the wicked. 

Cebon Is she not most giulty 

H/E Thebes doth not think her so. 

Crbon’. Shall 'theb'fes piesciibe 

To Creon’s will ? 

H^. How weakly dost thou talk ! 

CnEON Am I king heie, oi shall another rei^i ? 

HjB ’Tis not a city wheie but one man lules 
CuEoir The city is the king's. 

HjE Co by thyself then. 

And 1 ule henceforth o’er a desei ted land 

Creon \io the Chorus] He pleads the ■woman’s 
cause 


HfC If thou ait she, 

1 do , foi , oh • I speak but for thy sake — 

My care is all for thee 

Creox. Abandoned wietch • 

Dispute a fathei’s w'lH * 

I see th'ee err, 

And thei of ore do it. /'■> 

^ Is it then a 'Clime 

lo gu.-ud my ilirone and lights fiom violation? 

il.n Ho cjuinot guard them who contemns tio'gods 
Aim violates then laws 


Crfo-v ^ Oh < thou aie worse, 

ni)pious 0 en than her thou hast defended. 
Hr:, taught have I done to meat this reproof 
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Creon Hast tliou not pleaded for her? 

I{o, for thee, 

And for myself — for the infernal gods 

CiiEON But know, she shall not hve to be thy yufe 
Then she must die , anothei* too may fall. 

Creon Ha 1 dost thou threaten me, audacious traitor ? 
-HjE What are my threats * Alas f thou heedst them 
not 

Creon. That thou shalt see ; thy insolent instruction 
Shall cost thee dear 

H^ But for thou art my father 

How would 1 say thy senses were unpaired 

Creon Think not to make me thus thy scorn and 
laughter, 

Thou woman’s slave 

HjE. Still wouldst thou speak thyself, 

And never listen to the voice of truth , 

Such IS thy will. 

Creon How, by Olympus here • 

I swear thy vile repioaches shall not pass 
Unpunished Call her forth ' 

\To one of the Attendants 
Befoie her bridegroom 
She shall be brought, and peiish in Ins sight 

H^ These eyes shall never see it Let the slaves 
Who fear thy rage submit to it, but know, 

'Tis the last time thou shalt behold thy son 

[Exit HjEmon. 


Scene II 
Creon, Chorus 

Chor. Sudden in anger fled the youth 0 king < 
A mind oppressed like’ his is despeMte 

Creon. Why, let him go 1 and henceforth better 
learn 

Than to oppose me. Be it as it may. 

Heath is then poi tion, and he shall not save them, 
Chor Must they both die then 1 

F 2 
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Cruox. N'o , ’tis well advjsetl, 

Ismeiie lives , but for Antigone 

C'noR 0 king ! what death is she decieed to suffer ? 
CiiEON Far fiom the haunts of men I’ll have hei led, 
And in a rocky cave, beneath the earth, 

Buried alive , with her a little food, 

Enough to save the cit)’’ from pollution. 

There let hei pray the only god she worships 
To save her fiom this death • peihaps he will, 

Or, if he doth not, let hei leain hoiv vain 

It IS to leverence the powers below. [Exit C'reox, 


Sc EXE III. 


OlIORUS 


Stiophe I 

Mighty poM er, all pou ers above, 
Great unconquerable love ' 

Thou, who hest in dimple sleek 
On the tender virgin’s cheek, 

Thee the rich and great obey, 

Every cieature owns thy sway 
0 er the v ide earth and o’er the main 
Extends thy universal reign , 

All thy maddening influence know, 
Gods above and men below , 

All thy powers resistless pro^ e, 

Great unconquerable love < 


Antist7ophe i. 

Thou canst lead the just astiay 
From wisdom and from virtue’s way , 
Tim ties of nature cease to bind, 
men thou distuibst the captive mmd 
&hoH, Mslaved by toad d£.re, 

Enamoured of his beauteous maid, 

A or laws nor parents are obeyed , 
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Thus Venus wills it from above. 

And gieat unconqueiable love. 

Chou E’en I beyond the common bounds of grief 
Indulge my soriows, and from these sad e3’es 
Fountains of tears will flow, when I behold 
Antigone, unhappy maid, approach 
The bed of death, and hasten to the tomb. 


Scene IV. 

Antigone, Chorus 

Ant. Farewell, my friends, my countrymen, faiewell • 
Here on her last sad journey you behold 
The poor Antigone , for nevei more 
Shall I return, or view the light of day 
The hand of death conducts me to the shore 
Of dreai'y Acheion j no nuptial song 
Reserved for me — the wi etched bride alone 
Of Pluto now, and wedded to the tomb 

Chou Be it thy glory still, that by the swoi*d 
Thou fnllst not, nor the slow-consuming hand 
Of foul distemperatme, but far distinguished 
Above thy sex, and to thyself a law, 

Doomst thy oivn deatli • so shall thy honour hve. 

And futuie ages venei’ate thy name 
Ant. Thus Tantalus’ unhappjr daughtei fell, 

The Phrj^gian Hiobe High on the top 
Of towering Sipylus the rock enfolds hei*, 

E'en as the ivy twines her tendrils round 
The lofty oak , there still (as fame repoits) 

To melting showers and evei lasting snow 
Obvious she stands, her beauteous bosom vet 
With teal’s, that from her ever-streaming ej es 
Incessant flow Her fate lesembles mine 

Ohor a goddess she, and from a goddess sprung , 

We aie but mortal and of mortals born . 

To meet the fate of gods thus in thy life, 

And in thy death, oh » 'tis a glorious doom I 
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Akt Alas ' thou mockst me i Why, whilst yet I live, 
Wouldst thou afflict me ivith leproach like this? 

0 ray dear country J and my dearer friends 
Its West inhabitants, renmvned Thebes) 

And ye Direasan fountains • you I call 

To ivitness that I die by laws unjust, 

To my deep prison unlamented go, 

To my sad tomb— no fellow-sufferer there 
To soothe my woes, the living, or the dead. 

Chor Rashness like thine must meet with such 
reward ; 

A father’s crimes, I fear, he heavy on thee 
Ant. Oh > thou hast touched my worst of miseries, 
My father’s fate, the woes of all our house. 

The -wi’etched race of Labdacus, renowned 
For its misfortunes ' Oh 1 the guilty hed 
Of those from whom I sprang — unhappy offspring 
Of parents most unhappy 1 Lo 1 to them 

1 go accursed — a virgin and a slave. 

0 my pool brother > most unfortunate 
Were thy sad nuptials — ^they have slam thy sister 
Ohob Thy piety demands our praise , but know', 
Authority is not to be despised , 

’Twas thy own rashness brought destruction on thee 
Ant Thus fiiendless, unlamented, must I tread 
The destined path, no longer to behold 
Yon sacred light, and none shall mourn my fate 


Scene T. 

Creon, Antigone, Chorus, 

Creon. Know ye not, slaves like her, to death 
devoted, 

Would never cease their W'aihngs i Wherefore is it 
iou thus delay to execute my ordeis* 

Let her be carried instant to the cave. 

And leave hei there .alone, to live, or die 
Her blood rests not on us , buf she no longer 
Shall teeatho on earth. ® 
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Scene VI. 

Antigone, Chorus 

Ant. 0 dreadful marriage bed ’ 

O my deep dungeon > My eternal Iiome, 

Whither I go to join my kmdred dead * 
jFor not ,1 few hath fell Peiisephone 
Already ta’en, to her t go, the last 
And most unhappy, ore my time was come , 

But still I have sweet hope I shall not go 
Unwelcome to my father, nor to thee, 

My mother. Dear to tjiee, Eteocles, 

Still shall I ever be. These pious hands 
Washed your pale bodies, and adorned you bbth 
With iites sepulchral, and hhations due ’ 

And thus, my Poiynices, for my care 
Of thee am I rewaided, and the good 
Alone shall praise me Por a husband dead, 

Uor, had I been a mothei, foi my childien 
Would I have daied to violate the laws 
Anotlier husband and another child 
Might soothe aflBiction. But, my paients dead, 

A brothel’s loss could never be lepaiied. 

And theiefore did I daie the venturous deed, 

And therefoie die by Oieon’s dread command 
He’er shall 1 taste of Hymen’s joys, 01 know 
A mother’s pleasuies in her infant lace. 

But, friendless and foilorn, alive descend 
Into the dieary mansions of the dead. 

And how have I offended the just gods ' 

But wheiefoie call on them? Will thej' pioCecC me, 
When thus I meet ivith the reward of ill 
Por doing good ? If this be just, ye gods, 

If I am guilty, let me suffer foi it 

But if the Clime be theirs, oh * let them feel 

That weight of miseiy they hav 6 laid on me ' 

Chor The stotm continues, and hei angiy soul 
Still pouis its sorioitS forth. 
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ScnsNE VII. 

Cbeon, Antigone, Chorus. 

Oreon. slaves shall sufler 

Por this delay. 

Ant. Alas ’ death cannot he 

Par from that voice. 

Cbeon. 1 would not have thee hope 

A moment’s lespite. 

Ant. 0 my country’s gods ' 

And thou, my native Thebes ’ I leave you now. 

Look on me, princes — see the last of all 
My royal race — see what I suffer, see 
Prom whom I beat it, fiom the woist of men, 

Only because I did delight in virtue, [Exit Creon. 

{Scene VIII. 

Antigone, Chorus. 

Chorus. 

Sttoplie I. 

Remember what fair Danae enduied. 

Condemned to change heaven’s cheeiful light ' 

Poi scenes of horror and of night, 

"Within a brazen tower long time immuied , 

Yet was the maid of noblest race, 

And honoured e’en ivith Jove’s embiace , 

But, oh • when fate decrees a mortal’s woe 

H.iught can reverse the doom or stop the blow— 

Roi heaven above, noi eaith and seas below. 

Anitstrophe i. 

The Thracian luonaich, Liyas’ hapless son, 

Chained to a rock in to rment lay, 

And breathed Ins angiy soul an ay, 

By wnath misguided, and by pride undone^ 
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Taught by the offended god to know 
Ei’om foul leproach what evils flow, 

For he the rites profaned with slanderous tongue, 

The holy flame he quenched, disturbed the song, 

And waked to wrath the Muses’ timeful throng, 

- Strophe 2 

His turbid wayes u here Salmydessus rolled, 

And proud Oj'aneji’s rocks divide the flood. 

There from thy temple, Mars, didst thou behold 
The sons of Phineus weltering in their blood ; 

A mother did the cruel deed, 

A mother bade her children bleed | 

Both by her impious hand, deprived of light. 

In vain lamented long their ravished sight, 

And closed their eyes in never-ending night 

Antistrophe 2 

Long time they wept a better mother’s fate, 

Unhappy offspring of a luckless bed ? 

Yet nobly born, and eminently great 

Was she, and midst sequestered caverns bred — 

Her father’s angry storms among, 

Daughter of gods, from Boreas sprung — 

Equal in swiftness to the bounding steed. 

She skimmed the mountams ivith a courser’s speed, 

Yet was the nymph to death and misery decreed 

[Eveunt 
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ACT IT. 
Scene I. 


Tiresias, Guide, Oreon, Oiiorus. 

Tie Priuces of Thebes, behold, conducted Intlioi 
By my kmd guide—such m the blind man’s fate — 
Tiresias comes ' 

Creon'. 0 venerable prophet * 

What hast thou to impait ? 

Tie. I will inform iheej 

Observe, and be obedient. 

Oreon. Have I not 

been ever so 1 

Tie. Thou hast ; and therefore Thebes 

Hath nourished still 

Ceeon By thy protecting hand. 

Tie Therefore be wise Foi know, this very hour 
Js the impoitant crisis of thy fate 

Creon Speak then * What is it ? How I dread thy 
words ' 

Tib When thou hast heard the poi tents which my 
ait 

But now discovered, thou wilt see it all 
Know then that, sitting on my ancient throne 
Augunal, whence each divination conies, 

Sudden a strange unusual noise was lieai'd 
Of birds, whose loud and barbarous dissonance 
I knew not how to interpret. By the sound 
Of clashing wings I could discover well 
That with their bloody claws they toie each other , 
Amazed and fearful, instantly I tried 
On burning altars holy sacriSce — 

When, from the victim, lo ' the sullen flame 
Aspired not. Smothered in the ashes still 
lAid the moist flesh, and, rolled in smoke, repelled 
The rising fire, whilst from their fat the thighs 
Were separate. AH these signs of deadly omen, 
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Botliug tlaik vengeance, did I loam fiom liiiu , 

\Povnitwj to the GuIde. 
lie is xny leader, king, and 1 am thine 
TJiou mark 1110 well. Fiom thee these evils flow, 

Froni thy unjust dccixjc. Our alUus all 
JIa\e been polluled by th’ unhallow'ed food 
Of birds and dogs, that pi'ojed upon the coi§o 
Of wiolehcd 05di])us' unhappy son, 

Koi will the gods accept our oHoied prayeis, 

Or fioin our liands receive Iho sacrifice, 

3^0 longer will (ho buds send foith thou sounds 
Ausjnrious, fattened thus with human blood. 

Ooiisidor ibis, my son. And, oh! leraember, 

’J’o 01 r is human — ’tis the common lot 

Of finil moi(aht> , and he alone 

Is wise and happy, who, when ills aie done, 

3’cisists not. but would heal the wound ho made, 

But solf'Sufliciont obstinacy cvci 

Is folly’s utmost height. Wheio is the gloiy 

To •si ly the shun or poisccutc the de.id ? 

I wish thee well, and theiefoio have spoke thus, 

‘When tliaso who love adnse tis sweet to leain 
CiihOK 1 know, old man, 1 am the geneKil maik, 

'riie butt of all, and you all aim at me. 

Foi mo I know your piophecies w'eie made, 

And I am sold to this detested race — 

Boli’ai ed to them. But make your gains ' Go, purchase 
Youi Saidian amber, and your Indian gold , 

They shall not buy' a tomb foi Polynices 
Ko,*sliould the eagle seek him foi his food, 

And towering bear him to the tin one of Joie, 

I w ould not bury him Foi w’ell I Icnow 
TJie gods by moit.ils cannot be polluted , 

But the best men, by^ soidid gam coiiupt, 

H.av all that’s ill, and fall beneath the lowest 

Till. Who knows this, 01 who daio accuse us of it’ 
Cbeox What meanst thou by that question ’ Aslvst 
thou who ? 

Tir IIow far is wisdom bey ond every good I 
Creon. As fai as folly beyond eveiy ill 
Tir TJi.it’s a distempei thou ’i t afllicted with. 
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CnEON ril not levile a prophet 
Tie 


Bvit thou dost 


Thou ’It not believe me 

CiiEosr Yoiu piophetic lace 

Are loveis all of gold. 

Tin. Tyiants me so, 


> 


Howe’ei ill-gotten, 

Creon Knowst thou tis a king 


Thou ’rt talking thus to ? 

Tin, Yes, I know it well , 

A king uho owes to me his countiy’s safety. 

Creon. Thou ’rt a wise prophet, but thou 31*1 iinjusl 
Tir. Thou wilt oblige me then to uttei that 
Which 1 had purposed to conceal. 

Creon Speak out, 

Say what thou Milt, but say it not foi hire. 

Tir Thus may it seem to thee 
Creon. ^ But knoiv, old man, 

1 am not to be sold. 


Tir Eememher this ; 


Not many daj-s shall the bnght sun perform 
His stated couise, eie, spining fi om thy oun loins, 
Thyself shall yield a victim. In thy tura 
Thou too shalt weep, for that thy ciuel sentence 
Decreed a guiltless virgin to the tomb. 

And kept on earth, unmindful of the gods, 
TJngraced, unbiiiied, an unhalloived corse, 

Winch not to thee, noi to the gods above 
Of right belonged ’Twas arbitrary poiver ; 

But the avenging furies he concealed. 

The ministers of death have spread tlie snaie, 

And ivith like 'woes await to punisli thee. 

Do I say this fiom hopes of promised gold ? 

Pass but a little time, and thou shalt hear 
The bhneks of men, the women’s loud laments 
O’er all thy palace , see th’ offended jieople 
Togethei i-age , thy cities aU by dogs 
And beasts and birds polluted, and the stench 
Of filth obscene on every altai laid. 

Thus from my angi'y soul have I sent foith 
Its keenest aiToivs-— for thou hast provoked me— 
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IJbr shall thej’’ fly in vain, oi thou escape 
The destined blow, l^ow, boy, conduct me home 
On youngei heads the tempest of his I'age 
Shall fall , but, hencefoith let him leain to speak 
In humbler teims, and bear a bettei mind 

\Eiuxt Tibesias 


SCEXE II. 

Cbeoa’, Chobus. 

Chou He’s gone, and dieadful Aveie his piophecies. 
Since these giey haiis weie o’ei my temples spiead 
If ought from those lips hath flowed but sacied tiuth 
Oreon. I know theie hath not, and am tioubled 
much 

For the event , ’tis giating to submit. 

And yet the mind spite of itself must }ield 
In such distiess, 

CnoB Son of jMenseceus, now 

Thou needst most counsel 

Greox Wiiat wouldst thou advise ^ 

I ^\lll obey thee 

Chor. Set the Migin fiee, 

And let a tomb be laised foi Polynices. 

Oreoa* And dost thou counsel thus 1 — and must I 
jueld I 

CnoR Immediately, 0 king < for vengeance f.ills 
With hasty footsteps on the guilty head 

CKEoir. 1 cannot — yet I must leveise the sentence; 
Tlieie IS no stiugghng mth necessity. 

Giiob Do it thyself, nor trust anothei hand. 

Creox I Mill, and you lU}- seivants, be piepaied; 
Each with his axe quick hasten to the place. 

Myself — ^foi thus I have resolved — will go. 

And the same band that bound shall set her fiee; 

For, oh * I feai ’tis wisest still tlnough life 
To keep oiu ancient laws, and follow "vurtue. 
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Scene III 

Chorus 
St/)ophe I. 

Bacchus, by vawous names to moi'tals known, 

Fair Semele’s illustrious son, 

Offspring of thunder-bearing Jove, 

Who honourst famed Italia with thy love ' 

Who dwellst where erst the dragon’s teeth were 
stiewed, 

Or wheie Ismenus pours his gentle flood , 

Who dost o’er Ceies’ hallowed ntes preside, 

And at thy native Thebes propitious still reside 

Anluii oplie i. 

AVheie famed Parnassus’ foiked lulls ujprise, 

To thee ascends the saciifice , 

Coiycia’s nymphs attend below, 

Whilst fiom Castaha’s fount fresh wateis flow 
O'ei Nysa’s mountains wreaths of ivy twine, 

And mix then.’ tendrils with the clusteiing vino 
Around their master ciowd the viigm throng, 

And pi arse the god of Thebes in never -dying song. 

Stiophe 2. 

Happiest of cities, Thebes ! above the rest 
By Semole and Bacchus blest 1 
Oh I visit now thy once beloved abodfe, 

Oh ' heal oui woes, thou kind protecting god * 
Fiom steep Parnassus, or th’ Euboean sea, 

With smiles auspicious come, and bnng with thee 
Health, joy, and peace, and fan piospenty. 

Antisti ophc 2 . 

Immortal leader of the maddening choir, 

Whose torches blaze with unextinguished flie, 
Great son of Jove, who guidst the tuneful throng, ' 
Thou, who piesidest o’ei the nightly song, ' 
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Como wth Ihy Nnxmii mani*., n 

Who wihnvith joy, mid i-sipiig ti'oj iho iiltin. 

i’or thee the d/mce jnepmo, to thee dcioio tho^fnin 

[/V uv! 


ACT V 


Hclkk I. 

Mr<;'?rN*r.rR, CfroRi*^ 

iMESsrxorn. Yo nice of Cuthmi*?, »-oii*» of nnrient 
Thebe<?, 

Jlonccfortli no stnte of Inimfin hfo by iiio 
Shall be or valued or de‘!pi‘'cd : for all 
Depends on foritme , she o\n}l< the low, 

And east*; the mighty down. I’he fate of men 
Can noici bo foiolold Tlieie was n limo 
When Oieon lu'cd in ciiMcd Ijappine.NS 
Killed o'ei xenoivncd Thelic*?, whieh fmm liei fix 
lie had delivered, ivilh successful power 
Blest in his kingdom, in lus cluhhvn blest, 
lie Rtretohed o'ei all hi*> mn\ei*sil swai. 

Now* all is gone when pleasmo is no mon’, 

Man IS but an animated eoi'C'', 

IToi can bo said to Ihe , he innj be rnb, 

Or decked wjtli lega! bonoui's. but if joy 
Be absent fiYun him, if lie tastes them not. 

'Ds useless ginndoui all and empty sb ub . 

CnoR. Touching oin loi.d nnstej, bnng'l (he j ni 
Of snii-ow to us’ 

Jlrs Ibei ais'dead; and those 

Who hve the dtxMdful enu'-f 
Cnoii. QahJv, t^ll ji* who 

The sUyor and t!ie «K?n * 

3Ii:s* 11 euiiitJ i* di id 

fhioli Deul* b\ wlm hand, le 1 


9 
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'SlTX Enragca and giie^ig foi his murdered love, 
iro<;lev liim&elf. 

Cnon 0 piophet ’ thy predictions 

Were but too true ' 

2klEs Since thus it be, tis fit 

"VVe slioulil consult , our present state demands it, 

Cnon But see ’ Eurj’dice, the wretched udfe 
Of Cieon, comes this way , or chance hath brought her, 
Or HaJinoii's hapless fate hath leached her eai’ 

SciSE II. 

Euryoice, Messexger, Chorus 

Eur 0 citizens ’ ns to Minerva’s fane 
E’en now I vent to pay m> vovs, the doors 
I biust, and heard imperfectly the sound 
Of most disastrous new s which touched me near 
Bieathless I fell amidst the viigm tluong , 

And now I come to know the dieadful truth 
Whate’ei it be, I’ll heai it now , for, oh 1 
1 am no stiangoi to calamity 

Mls Then maik, my mistiess, I will tell thee all, 
Jsoi viU I pass a ciicumstance unmentioned 
Should I decei\ e thee with an idle tale 
’Tuoie soon dl‘.co^eled Truth is ahvays best - 
Knov then, I followed Cieon to the held, 

Wheie, tom by dogs, the vu'ctched carcase 1.13’ 

Of PoKniccs Fust to Proserpine 
And angi'y Pinto, to appease then snath, 

Ouv humble piayei^ addr&ssing, theie svo lasted 
111 the puie stieam the body, then, svith leaves 
Fie-^h gatheiDfl coveiing, burnt his poor remains. 

And on the neighboniing turf a tomb upraised 
Then, ton aids the sni gin’s lockv cas’o advanced. 

When fiom the dreadful chamber a sad ci'y 
As fiom afai vas heard, a servant ran 
'1 o tell the king, and still as we approached 
The sound of SOI low fiom a s-oice unknoun 
And nndisthiginched Issued forth. Alas] 
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PnM Oioon • Am I then a fnitlifnl prophet 1 
Ami <lo I irwul n umie ttnhnppv patli 
Than o’cM f wont Iwfoic? 3t is my son — • 

J kmm hjs %oioo ’ Bui get ^o to the dooi, 

M\ close, look through the stony heap; 

Murk if it lx> «o 3s it iriomon’s voiced” 

Air.uii ho cried ; ‘‘Or hare the gods deceived me?*” 
Thus spoke the king We, to our mournful loid 
Ohedienf, looked, and s,<nr Antigone 
Down in tlie deep<'sl hollow* of the ca\o, 

33v lu'i own lestments hung. Close !>} her side 
The wi’ctched jouth, embiuchig in Ins arms 
IFer hfelcNS coi’se. wiping his father's ciime, 

Ills i.ivished Inide, and honid nuptial bed, 

(’icon Indield, uml loud lepiosiching ciicd 
“ WJnl nit thou doing? Wlint’s thy dieadful pm pose? 
What means mj son? Come foith, my Haimon, come> 
Till father begs thee.” With indignant eye 
The youth looked mi, nor scornful deigned an answer, 
But rilent drew Ins swoid, and with fell rage 
Sliuck at Ins fafhoi, who by flight escajied 
The blow , then on Iiiiuself bent all liis irmth, 

Kull in Ins sulo tlio weapon fixed, but still, 

WhiKt life roinained, on the soft bosom hung 
t)f the dear maid, and his lost spa it bieathed 
OVi hoi Jiilc cheek discolomcd witli his blood. 

Thus lay the wietchod pair in death united, 

And celebivito then* nupti.ils in the tomb — 

To future times a teiiible example 

OF the sad woes winch rashness ever brings 

[Exit Eurydicb. 

Scene Ilf. 

Messenger, Chorus 

Chor What can tins mean 1 She's gone, w'lthout a 
w'oid 

JklES. 'Tis strange, and yet I trust she wall not loud 
Pioclaim hei giiefs to all, but — for I know 
She’s e\ei prudent— with hei viigin train 
In secret w'oep her muidered Hremon’s fate. 
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Cnon. Clamour iuclced vrere vain , but such deep 
silence 

Doth ever threaten hoii’id consequence 

]\Its. Within we soon shall know if aught she hide 
Of deadiv purport in her angry soul , 

Foi weirthou sayst her silence is most dreadful. 

[Eva Messenger. 

CuoR But lo > the king himself and in his arms 
F!ec his dead son, the monument accursed 
Of Ins sad fato, which, may we say unblamed, 

Spiang not fiom otheis’ guilt, but from his own. 


Scene IY 

Greon, Messenger, Chorus. 

Creon entcis , heaung the body o/’Il^siON 

CiiEON. All me ^ What deadly woes from the bad mir 
Perpetual flow Thus in one wretched house 
Have vou beheld the slayer and the slam > 

0 fatal counsels * 0 unhappy son I 

I'hus udth tliy youthful bnde to sink in death ; 

3’Jiou chest, my cluld, and I alone have killed thee 1 
CiiOR. 0 king I thy justice comes too late 
Crfon It doth, 

1 know it well, unhappy as I am , 

Foi oh < the god this lieavy weight of woe 
Hath cast upon me, and his fiercest wratli 
Torments me now, changing my joyful state 
To keenest anguish Oh i the fruitless toils 
Of wretched moi fcals ' 


Scene V. 

Messenger, Creon, Chorus. 

Thus oppressed, inj' lord, 
\\ illi billerrst misfoitune, moio affliction 
Aw.ufb thco stili, which thou wilt find •within. 
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Creon And can there he more woes ? Is aught to 
come 

More hoiiible than this? 

The queen is dead , 

Her wounds yet fiesh. Eager, alas * to show 
A mother’s love, she followed hei lost child 

Creon. 0 death insatiate * how dost thou afflict me • 
"Wliat cruel news, thou messenger of ill, 

Hast thou brought now * 

CnOR A wietch, aheady dead 

With grief, thy honid tale once moie hath slam 
OREoif. Didst thou not say a fiesh calamity 
Had fallen upon me? Didst thou not say my uife 
Was dead, alas ' for giief of Hsemon’s fate ? 

{Scene opens and discovets the body of Eurydicb 
Mbs. Behold hei theie ' 

CRBOJf. 0 me I another blow * 

What now remains? What can I suffei more, 

Thus bearing in these arms my breathless son ? 

My too dead • 0 most unhajipy mother • 

And oh I thou ui etched child • 

jHes Close by the altar 

She diew the swoid, and closed her eyes in death, 
Lamenting fiist her lost Megaieus’ fate 
And Hromon’s death, with impiecations due 
Still pouied on thee, the muideiei of thy son 
Creon I shuddei at it ? Will no fiiendly hand 
Destioy me qmckly^ For oh * I am most wi etched — ■ 
Beset with miseiies * 

Mbs She accused thee oft. 

And said the gmlt of both then deaths w as tlmie 
Crbost Alas I I only am to blame Tivas I 
Who lulled thee, Haimon, I confess my ciime 
Bear mo, my servants, bear me fai fiom hence, 

Foi I am — nothing. 

OiroR If in ills like these 

Aught can be well, thou hast deteimiued light 
When least we see our woes, we feel them least 

Oreost Quick let my last, my happiest honi aiipear 1 
Would it weie come, the period of my woes ' 

Oh ' that I might not see another daj^ ’ 
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Chou. Time must deteimine that . the piesent hour 
Demands our care , the lest be left to heaven 
Creox. But I have wished and pmyed for 't 
Chor Pray for nothing , 

There’s no reversing the deciees of fate 

Creox. Take hence this useless load, this guilty 
UTeteh 

“Who slew his child, who slew e’en thee, my wife , 

I know not whithei to betake me, where 
To turn my eyes, for all is dieadful round me, 

And fate hath ueiglied me down on every side 
Chor Wisdom alone is man’s true happiness , 

We aie not to dispute the uill of heaven , 

Foi ever aie the boastings of the pioud 
By the just gods lepaid, and man at last 
Is taught to fear their anger, and be wise. 
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DKA^iUTIS PERSON.dS. 


Hercules 

H\llus, Son of Hercules 
HeiamrJi, Wife of JSei cities. 
Lichas, a Herald 
Axtelsam* on JDeianira 


Kursl 
Old ilAh 
M£SSh^G£R 

Chorus, composed of ro^tna 
of Ti'ScJns 


SCENE — B^orc the Palace of Ceyx la Tr iCHts 


ACT I. 

Scene I. 

Deianira, Attendant. 

Deianira. Of ancient fame, and long for tiuth received, 
Hath been the niaNim, that noi good nor ill 
Can mortal life be called before we die. 

Alas > it IS not so , for, oh * my friends, 

Eie to the shades of Orcus I descend, 

Too well I know that Deianuu’s life 
Hath ever been, and ever must be, wi etched 
AVhilst in my native Pleuion uEneus watched 
My tender } ears ivith kind paternal care, 

If ever woman suffered fioin the dread 
Of hated nuptials, I endured the worst 
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And bitterest woes, when Acbelous came, 

The nvei-god, to ask a father’s voice, 

And snatched me to his arms With triple form 
He came affrighting — now to sight appeared 
A bull, and now with motley scales adorned 
A ivreathed serpent, now with human shape 
And bestial head united , from Ms beard, 

Shadowed with hair, as from a fountain, diipped 
The ever-flowing water Homd form ' 

This to escape my prayers incessant rose 
That I might rather die than e’er approach 
His hated bed When lo ' the welcome hour, 
Though late, ariived, that bi ought the son of Jove 
And fair AJemena to my aid He came, 

He fought, he freed me How the battle jiasscd 
Wlio unconcerned beheld it best can tell 
Alas * I saw it not, oppiessed with feai 
Lest from my fatal beauty should arise 
Some sad event At length, deciding Jove 
Gave to the doubtful fight a happy end, 

If I may call it so , for, since the hour 
That gave me to Alcides’ ivished-for bed 
Pears rise on fears , still is my aniaous heart 
Solicitous foi him , oftimes the night. 

Which brings him to me, hears him from my aims 

To other labours and a second toil 

Our children too, alas • he sees them not, 

But as the husbandman who ne’er beholds 
His distant lands, save at the needful time 
Of seed or harvest Wandering thus, and thus 
lieturning ever, is he sent to serve 
I know not whom. When ci owned with \ictoiy, 
Then most my fears prevail , foi suice he slow 
The valiant Iphitus, at Traehis heie 
We live in exile with our geneious friend, 

The hospitable Ceyx ; he meantime 
Is gone, and none can tell me wheie lie wefit 
And left me most unhappy Oh < some ill 
Hath sure befallen him ' for ho little time 
Hath he been absent, ’tis full fifteen moons 
Sluce 1 beheld huxi^ and no messenger 
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Is come to Deianira >Sonie misfoi’tune 
Doubtless hath happened, foi he left behind 
A dreadful scioll Oh ' I have pra}ed the gods 
A thousand tunes it may contain no ill. 

Atteit My royal mistress, long have I beheld 
Thy tears and soitows foi thy lost Aleides, 

But if the counsels of a slave might claim 
Attention, I ivould speak — ^would ask thee wheiefore 
. Amongst thy sons, a numeious piogeny, 

None hath been sent in search of him, and chief 
Thy Ilyllus, if he holds a fathei’s health 
And safety dear . but, e’en as we could wish, 

Behold him here 1 If what I have advised 
Seem fitting, he is come in happiest hour 
To execute our purpose. 

Scene II 

Hyllus, Deianira, Attendant, 

Dei. 0 my son ' 

Oft from the meanest tongue the words of tiuth 
And safety flow. This woman, though a slave, 

Hath spoke what would have well become the mouth 
Of freedom’s self to utter 

Hye May I know 

What she hath said ? 

Dei. She says it doth reflect 

Disgrace on thee, thy father so long absent, 

Not to have gained some knowledge of his fate. 

Hyl I have alieady, if I may lely 
On what leport hath said of him. 

Dei. Ob, where — 

Wlieie IS he then, my son ? 

Hyl. These twelve months past. 

If fame say tiue, a Lydian woman held him 
In shameful servitude 

Dei If it be so, 

May eveiy tongue reproach him j 

Hyl I liCai* 

He now is fiee. 
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pgj And where doth rtimonr say 

lie !<; ^ alive or dead. 

IXyij 'Tis said, he leads, > 

Oi means to lead, his forces towards Eiibcea# 

The land of Em \-tus 
D£T. ' Alas » my son, 

Do^t thou not know the oracles he left 
Touching that kingdom ^ ' 

jlvt Ko, I know not of them , 

A\’liat were they ’ 

Dei Tliere, he said, or he should die, 

Oi if lie should suivive, Ins hfe to come 
■\Vould all be happy. Wilt thou not, my soOj 
In this impoi;tant ciisis strive to aid 
Thy father ? * If he lives, we too shall live 
\n s5\iety If he dies, we •peyieh with hvcn 

Hiii.* Mother, I go Long smce I had been there 
But that the oracle did never reach 
!Mine eais befoie Meantime that happy fate, 

Which on my father ever wont to smile 
Piopitious, should not suffer us to fear ; 

Thus fai infoimed, I will not let the means 
Of ti util escape me, but will know it all. 

Dei Haste then ai\ ay, my son , and know, good deeds, 
Though late pei formed, are crowned with sure success. 


Scene HI. 

Chorus. Deianira, Attendant. 

Rtro]ihe I. 

On thee ue call, great god of day, 

To 11 horn the night, with all her staiTy train, 
Yields her solitary reign, 

To «end us some propitious ray ; 

Saj thou, whose all-beholding eye 
Doth natmo’s eveiy part descry, 

What dangerous ocean, or iiliat land unknown 
i nmi Deisnii a keeps Alcmena’s valiant son. 
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For she nor joy nor comfoit knows, 

But weeps her absent lord, and vainly tries 
To close her ever-streaming eyes, 

Or soothe her sorrows to lepose . 

Like the sad bii’d of night, alone 
She makes her sohtary moan , 

And still, as on her vidowed bed reclined 

She lies, unnumbered fears peiplex her anxious mind. 

Stiophe 2. 

E’en as the troubled billows loar, 

When angiy Boieas lules th’ inclement skies, 

And waves on waves tumultuous rise 
To lash the Cretan shore : 

Thus SOI rows still on sorrows prest 
Fill the great Alcides’ breast , 

Unfading yet shall his fam virtues bloom, 

And some protecting god preserve him from the tomb 

Arittstrophe 2. 

Wherefore, to better thoughts inclined, 

Let us with hope’s fair prospect fill thy breast. 

Calm thy anxious thoughts to rest, 

And ease thy tioubled mind 
No bliss on man, unmixed with woe. 

Loth Jove, great lord of all, bestow , 

But good with ill, and pleasure still vuth pain. 

Like heaven’s 1 evolving signs, alternate reign 

JEpode. 

Not always do the shades of night remain, 

Noi evei with hard fate is man oppressed , 

The wealth that leaves us may letuin again, 

SoiTow and 3oy successive fill the breast. 

Fearless then of every ill. 

Let cheeiful hope support thee still 
Hemembei, queen, theie is a po\\er above , 

And when did the great father, careful Jove, 

Foiget his childien deal, and kind paternal love? 
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Dei. The fame, it seems, of Deismxm s woes 
Hath reached thine eais, hut oh ’ thou little knowst 
mat I have suffeied > Thou hast neter felt 
Sorrows like mine And long may he the time 
Ere sad experience shall afflict thy Soul 
With equal woes ’ AHs • the youthful Inaid 
In flowery pastuies still exulting feeds, 

Nor feels the scoichmg sun, the Ivintiy stoiUi, 

Or blast of angry winds Secuie she leads 
A He of pleasuie, void of every caie, 

Till to the virgm’s happy state succeeds 
The name of wife Then shall her poition come 
Of pain and anguish, then her terrors rase 
Eor husband and for childifen Hien pei chance 

You too may know what ’tis to be unh.appy, 

And judge of my misfortunes by youi oun 
Long since oppressed by many a Httei u oe 
Oft have I wept, but this transcends them all , 

Eor I will tell thee, when Alcides last 
Forth on his journey went, he left behind 
An ancient scroll. AJas ' befoie that tune 
In aU his labours he did never use 


To speak as one who thought of death— secure- 
Always he seemed of victory , but now 
This lYiiting maiks, as if he were to die, 

The portion out reserved for me, and wills 
His children to divide th’ inheiitance , 

Fixes the time, m fifteen moons, it says, 

He should return That past oi he must perish, 

Oi, if he 'scape the fatal hour, thenceforth 
Should lead a hfe of happiness and joy 
Thus had the gods, it said, decieed his life 
And toils should end so from their ancient bedch * 
Dodona’s doves foretold Th' appointed hour 
Approaches that must bring th’ event, e’en now 
My fnends, and therefoie nightly do 1 start ’ 
From my sweet slumbers, struck mth deadly fehr, 
Lest I should lose the dearest, best of men. 

Ohok. Of bettei omen be thy wmrds. Behold 
A messenger, who bears (for on his brow 
i see the lam el crown) some joyful news 
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Scene IT 

jMessenger, Deianira, Attendant, Chorus. 

Mes I como, my roy.Tl mistress, to remove 
Thy fears, and bring the fiist g]ad tidings to thee, 
To toll thee that Alcmena’s son returns 
With life and victory j e’en now he comes 
To lay befoie his countiy’s gods the spoils 
Of gloiious wai. 

Dei. Wliat dost thou say, old man ? 

TTiat dost thou tell me ^ 

Mbs. That thy dear Alcides, 

Thy valiant loid, vuth his nctonous bands. 

Will soon attend thee 
Dei From our citizens 

Didst thou leain this, or from a stiangei’s tongue? 

Mbs. The heiald Lichas, in yon floweiy vale, 

But now reported, and I fled impatient 
, Soon as I lieaid it, that 1 first might tell thee 
And be rewarded foi the welcome tale 

Dei But wherefore tarries Lrchas if he bung 
G-lad tidings to me ? 

Mes ’Tis impossible 

To reach thee, for the Melian people thiong 
Around him — not a man but longs to Icnow 
Some news of thy Alcides, stops his journey, 

Nor will release him till he hear it all 
Spite of himself he waits to satisfy 
Their eager doubts , but thou wilt see him soon 
Dei O thou who dwellst on (Eta’s sacred top, 
Immoi'tal Jove • At length, though late, thou giv’.sl 
The wished-for boon Let eveiy female now — 

You that within the palace do leside, 

And you, my followeis here — ivith shouts proclaim 
The blest event 1 Foi, lo > a beam of joy, 

I little hoped, breaks forth, and we aie happy 



TRACHINIM, 


1 88 

St-> oplie 

Quick let sounds of miith and joy 
Every cheerful hour employ , 

Haste, and 30m the festive song, 

You, who lead the youthful throng, 

On whom the smiles of prospeious fate, 

And Hymen’s promised pleasures wait, 

How all your lo Pieans sing 
To Phoebus, your protector and your king. 

Antistrophe. 

And you, ye vu’gin train, attend. 

Hot unmindful of your friend. 

His sistei huntiess of the groves. 

Who still her native Delos loves — 

Prepare the dance, and choral lays. 

To hymn the chaste Diana’s praise ; 

To her, and her attendant choir 
Of mountain-nymphs, attune the votive lyre. 

Epodz. 

Already hath the god possessed 
My soul, and rules the sovereign of my breast ; 

Evoe, Bacchus ' lo ’ I come to join 
Thy throng Around me doth the thyrsus twine, 
And I am filled with rage divine ; 

See ! the glad messenger appears 
To calm thy doubts, and to remove thy fears 
Let us our lo P»ans sing 
To Phoebus, our protector and our king 
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ACT II. 


Scrxn I. 

Dmxinv, Chorus. 

Deiaxira. Tlio'^e e^es deceive me, fuends, or I behold 
A ciowd nppio.icli tins way, and with them comes 
The hovnld Lichas Lot me welcome him, 

]f he biiiig joyful news 


SCBXE II. 

Lichas, Ioee, »Sr.Aras, Deiaxira, Chorus. 

Lie ]Mv rojal mistress, 

We gleet thee with fair tidings of success, 

And theiefoie shall our woids deserve tli}’ praise. 

Dei O thou dear messenger f Inform me first 
Wh.at fiist I -wish to know, my loved Alcides, 

Doth ho yet live — shall I again behold him ? 

Lie I left him well. In health and manty strength 
Exulting. 

Dei Wheie? In his own native land. 

Or ’midst baibariaiis’ 

Lie. On Euboea’s shoi e 

He A\aits, with various fruits to crown the altar. 

And pav due honours to Censean Jove. 

Dei. Commanded by some oracle divine 
Peifoims ho this, or means but to fulfil 
A vow of gratitude for conquest gained ? 

Lie For victoiy o’er the land, whence we have 
brought 

These captive women, whom thou seest before thee 
Dni "WHience come the n retched slaves ? for if I 
3udge 

Then state aright, thev must indeed be m etched 
Lie Know, when Alcides had laid waste the city 
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Of Eurytus, to him and to the gods 
Were these devoted. 

X)ei In GEchaha then 

Hath my Alcides been tins long, long time ? 

Lie Hot so: m Lydia (as himself lopovts)* 

Was he detained a slave So J ovo ordained ; 

And who shall blame the high decrees of .Tore? 

Sold to barbarian Omphalc, he seivod 

Twelve tedious months; ill bioolced he the foul shame 

Then in his ivrath he made a solemn von 

He would levenge tho wrong on fho base author, * 

And bind in chains his info and all Ins race ; 

Hoi fruitless the lesolve, for when tho >601 
Of slaveiy past had expiated the ciime 
Imputed, soon wnth g.ithoi ed foi ro ho in.'ii ched 
'Gainst the devoted Eurytus, tho c.uise 
(For so he deemed him) of iliose hateful bonds. 

Within his palace he had eist received 
Alcides, but with bittoiest taunts leviled him, 

Boasting, in spite of Ins all-conqnering an ows, 

His son's supeiior skill, and said a slave 

Like him should bend beneath a fieeman’s power; 

Then, midst the banquet’s miitli, inflamed with wine. 
Cast forth his ancient guest This to revenge 
When Iphitus to seaich his pastuied steeds 
Game to Tyiunthia, Ileicules surprised. 

And, as he turned his wMiideiing eyes aside, 

Hurled headlong fiom the mountain’s top Great Jove,' 
Father of men, fiom high Olympus saw 
And disappioved the deed, umvoithy him 
Who ne’er before by fraud destroyed his foes ; 

With open force had he levenged the inong 
Jove had forgiven, but violence concealed 
The gods abhor, and therefore was he sold 
To slaveiy Einytus’ unhappy sons 
Were punished too, and dwell in Eiebus , 

Their city is destroyed, and the}’’, whom here 
Thou seest, from freedom and prosperity, 

Reduced to -wretchedness To thee they come 
Such was Alcides’ wiU , which I, his slave 
Have faithfully performed, Himself eie long 
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Thou shalt behold, when to paternal Jove 
He hath fulfilled his vows Thus my long tale 
Ends with the welcomest news which thou couldst » 
hem 

Alcides comes ' 

CnoR. 0 queen > thy happiness 

Is great indeed, to see these slaves befoie thee, 

And know thy loid approaches 

Dei. I am happy — 

To see my Heicules with victory crowned 
’Tis fit I should rejoice, and yet, my fnends. 

If we considei well, we still should fear 
Eor the successful, lest they fall from bliss 
It moves my pity much when I behold 
These •wretched captives in a foieign land. 

Without a parent and -without a home 
Thus doomed to slavery heie, who once peihaps 
Enjoyed fair freedom's best inhentance . 

0 Jove I averter of each mortal ill, 

Let not my children ever feel thy arm 
Thus raised against them? 01, li 'tis decreed, 

Let it not be whilst Heianna Jives 

The sight of these alarms my fears. But tell mo 

Thou poor afflicted captive, who thou art. \To Ioue 

Art thou a mother ^ oi-, as by thy yeais 

Thou seemst, a lurgin, and of noble bnth ? 

Oanst not thou tell me, Lichas, whence she sprang ? 
.Infoim me, foi of all these slaves she most 
Hath won my pity, and in her alone 
Have I observed a fiim and geneious mind. 

Lie. Why ask of me? I know not vho she ib, 
Peihaps of no mean lank. 

Dei. The royal laco 

Of Euiytus? 

Lie 1 know not, nor did e’ei 

Inquire 

Dei And didst thou novei heai liei namo 
Piom her companions? 

Lie. Hover. I peri 01 mod 

My -woik is silence 

Dm Tcjll me then thj self, 
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Thou x\i etched maid, foi I am most unhappy 
Till I know vho thou art 

She will not speak , 

I know she will not Not a w'oid hath pas'-ed 
Her lips e’er since she left her native land, 

But still in tears the hapless virgin mourns 
The burthen of her sad calamity. 

Her fate is hard she merits youi forgiveness 
D£I Let hei go in ; I’ll not disturb her peace, 

Noi w ould I heap fresh sorrows on hei head, 

She hath enough alieady. We’ll retiie 

Go where thou ivilt, my cares wathm await me. \To Idle. 

\Exeunt Lichas, Iolb, and Slai'es. 


flCEXE III. 


Messenger, Deianira, Chorus. 


ilES Stay thee awhile I have a tale to tell 
Touching these captives, which imports thee nearly, 
And I alone am able to infoim thee 
Dei What dost thou know ? and why wouldst thou 
detam me * 

Mes Eotuin, and hear me , when I spake hefoie 
I did not speak in vain, noi shall I now. 

Dei Wouldst thou I call them back, or meanst to 
teU 

Thy seciet pui-pose heie to me alone? 

Mes To thee, and these thy fnends~no more 

They’ie gone 

Now speak in safety 

Lichas is dishonest. 

And either now’, or when I saw him last, . 

Hath uttered falsehood. 


^ what dost thou s i) ? 
I understand thee not —explain it quickly * 

Mes. I heai d him say, before attendant crowds, 
H was this vitgin, this fair slave destroyed 
l^halia b lofty toweis ; ’twas love alone 
That waged thewai — ^no L)dian seintude, 

Aoi Omphale, noi the pietended fall 



TRAcmm^. 


193 


Of Iph3^tus — ^for so ilie tale he brings 
Would fain peisuade thee ICnoiv, thy own Alcides, 
For that ho could not gain th’ assenting voice 
Of Eurytus to his unlawful loi e, 

Laid waste the city where her father leigned, 

And slew him. Now the daughter, as a slave, 

' Is sent to thee The reason is too plain 
Nov think he meant her for a slave alone — 

The maid he loves, that would be strange indeed > 
royal mistiess, most unuilhngly 
Do I repoit th’ unuelcome news, but thought 
It was my duty I have told the truth. 

And the Trachinians beai me ivitness of it 

Dei Wietcli that I am • To what am I reserved ? 
“Vl^at hidden pestilence ■within my loof 
Have I leceived unknowing ' Hapless woman 1 
She seemed of beauteous form and noble buth , 

Have jmu not heard her name ? for Lichas said 
He knew it not 

Mes Daughter of Eurytus, 

Hei name lole , he had not inquired 
Touching hei race. 

Choh Perdition on the man. 

Of all most wicked, who hath thus deceived thee ' 

Dei. What’s to lie done, my fiiend * This dreadful 
news 

Affhcts me sorely 

Ohor Go, and leain the whole 

Fi’om his own lips , compel him to declai e 
The truth 

Dei I will ; thou counselst me anght 

Ohor Shall we attend you ’ 

Dei. Ho , for see he comes,. 

Uncalled 


Scene IV 

Lichas, Deianir^, Attendant, Messenger, Chorus. 

Lie 0 queen f what are thj* last commands 
To thy Alcides 1 for e’en nou I go 
To meet him. 

Q 
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Bei. Hast thou ta’en so long a journey 

To Tracliis, and wouldst riow so soon return, 

Eie I can hold some fuither converse nuth theel 
Lie. If thou wouldst question me of aught, hehold 


me 

Head)’ to tell thee 

Dei. Wilt thou toll me tiuth^ 

Lie In all I Icnmv, so heai me ivitness, Jove ' * 

Dei Who is that woman thou has brought ^ 

Lie I iiear 

She’s of Euboea ; for her race and name 
I know them not 

Dei Look on me , who am 1 1 

Lie. Why ask me this ? 

Dei Ee bold, and answer me 

Lie Daughter of CEneus, wife of Hercules, 

If I am not deceived ’tis Deianira, 

My queen, my mistiess ? 

Dei Am I so indeed 1 

Am I thy mistress ? 

Lie Doubtless 

Dei. Why, ’tis well 

Thou dost confess it : then what punishment 
Wouldst thou deserve if thou wert faithless to her? 

Lie How faithless i meanst thou to betray me ? 

Ho, 

The fraud is thine 

Eie ’Twas folly thus to stay 

And hear thee. I must hence 

Thou shalt not go 

Till I ha\e asked thee one short question 
Inc Aksk it 

Eoi so it seems thou art resolved 

_ i , Inform me, 

Ihis captivo—dost thou know hei ? 

I have told thee , 

WJiat u ouldst thou more ? 

ml^^^ . say, this slave — 

ihough now, lb seems, thou knowst her not~was 
(laughter 

Of Euiytus, her name lole > 
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tiio. Wheie? 

To 'whom did I say this ? What witness hai e you * 
Dei Assembled multitudes The citizens 
Of Trachis heard thee 

Lie. They might say they lieaid 

Beports like these But must it theiefoie seem 
A truth undoubted ? 

Dei Seem * Didst thou not su ear 

That thou hadst biouglit this woman to paitako 
The bed of my Alcides i 
Lie. Did I say so 1 

But tell me who tins stianger is 
Dei The man 

Who heard thee say, Alcides’ love foi her, 

And not the Lydian, laid the city waste. 

Lie. Let him come foith and prove it ’Tis no ma 
Of 'Wisdom thus to tnfle w ith th’ unhappy 
Dei Oh ' do not, I beseecli thee by that powei 
Whose thundeis loII o’er CEta's lofty giOTC, 

Do not conceal the tiutli Thou speakst to one 
Not unexperienced m the ways of men — 

To one wdio knows we cannot always joy 
In the same object ’Tis an idle task 
To take up aims against all-pow^eiful love * 

Love which commands the gods Love conqueied me, 
And wheiefoie should it not subdue another, 

Whose nature and whose passions aie the same? 

If my Alcides is indeed oppressed 
With this sad malady, I blame him not , 

That were a folly Noi this hapless maid. 

Who meant no ill, no injury to me 

’Tis not foi this I speak But, mark me well , 

If thou wert taught by him to uttei falsehood, 

A 'Vile and shameful lesson didst thou leain , 

And if thou art thy owm instructor, know 
Thou shalt seem ivicked e’en w^hen most sinceie, 

And never be beheved Speak then the truth , 

Bor to be branded watli the name of hat 
Is ignoimny ht for slaves alone, 

And not for thee Nor think thou eanst conceal it; 
Those w ho have heard the tale 'tvill tell it me. 



^TJiACHJNIjE. 


196 

If fear deters thee, thou hast httle cause , 

Foi to suspect his falsehood is my grief — 

To know it, none Already have I seen 
Alcides’ heait estianged to other loves, 

Yet did no rival ever hear from me 
One bitter word, nor ivill I now lepioach 
This wretched slave, e’en though she pines for him 
With strongest love Alas ' 1 pity hei, 

Whose beauty thus hath been the fatal cause 
Of all her misei}’’, laid her countiy uaste, 

And brought her liere, far fiom her native land, 

A helpless captive But no moie of this, 

Only remembei , if thou must be false, 

Be false to others, but be true to me 

Ohor. She speaks most kindly to thee Be peisuacled. 
Hereafter thou shalt hnd her not ungrateful , 

We too will thank thee 

Lie. 0 my dearest mistiess ' 

Hot unexpenenced thou in human life, 

Nor Ignorant And theiefoie naught fiom thee 
Will I conceal, but tell thee all the ti utli 
'Tis as he said, and Heicules indeed 
Doth love lole For hei sake alone 
CEchahd, her unhappy countiy, fell ; 

This — ^for ’tis fit I tell thee — he confessed. 

Nor willed me to conceal it But I feaied 
'Twould pierce thy heart to heai th’ unwelcome tale, 
And theiefore own I would have kept it fiom thee , 
That Clime, if such it was, 1 have committed 
But since thou knowst it all, let me entreat thee, 

For her sake and thy mvn, oh ' do not hate 
This wretched captive, but remember ivell, 

What thou hast promised faithfully peifoim 
He, whose victorious aim hath conqueied all, 

Now yields to her, and is a slave to loi e 

Dei 'Tis my resolve to act as thou adi isest, 
ril not resist the gods, nor add fresli weight 
To my calamity Let us go in. 

That thou mayst beai my ordeis to Alcides, 

And vith them gifts in kind return for those 
We have received from him. Tliou must not hence 
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With empty hand, who hither broughtst to me 
Such noble presents and so fair a tiain. \Exmnt. 


Scene V. 

Chorus. 

Stt oplie. 

Thee, Venus, gods and men obey, 

And universal is thy sway, 

Ifeed I recount the pouers subdued by love % 
Neptune, who shakes the solid giound, 
The king of Erebus profound, 

Or, the gieat loid of all, Saturnian Jove ? 

To mortals let the song descend, 

To pity oui afflicted fiiend. 

And soothe the injuid Deianna's woes . 

For hei the angi}' nvals came, 

For her they felt an equal dame, 

Foi her, behold ' the doubtful battle glows. 

Antistrojjhe. 

In dieadful majesty ai rayed, 

Afliighting soie the fearful maid. 

Uprose the horned monaich of the flood; 

He who through fan ^lEtoha’s plain 
Foul'S his rich tiibute to the mam 
A bull’s tremendous foim belied the god , 
Fiom his own Thebes, to nun her love, 
With him the happier son of Jove, 

The great Alcides came, and in his hand 
The club, the bow, and glittering spear, 
Whilst Venus, to hei votaries neai, 
Waved o’er their heads hei all-deciding wand 

Epode 

Warm and more waiin the conflict grovrSf 
Due was the noise of rattling bows, 
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Of fiont to front opposed, and liand to hand , 
Deep was the animated stiife 
Foi love, for conquest, and for life , 
Alternate gioans le-echoed tin o’ the land : 
Whilst pensive on the distant,shoie 
She heaid the doubtful battle loai. 

Many a sad tear the hapless virgin shed , 

Far from hei tendei mother’s arms. 

She knows not yet for whom her chaims 
She keeps, or who shall shaie her bndal bed, 


ACT III 

Scene I. 

Deianira, Chorus. 

Deianira My guest, in pity to the captive tiaiii, 
Laments then woes and takes his kind iaiewell , 
Meantime, my friends, in semet came I heie 
To poui foith all my miseiies, and impart 
To you my inmost thoughts — ^my last resolve 
Alas • within these walls I have leceived, 

Like the poor sailoi, an unhappy freight 
To sink me down no virgin, but a wife — 

The wife of my Alcides , liis loved arms 
Now must embrace us both My faithful loid — 

Faithful and good I thought him — thus rewaids 
My tender caies, and all the tedious toils 
I suffeied for him , but I will be calm, 

For ’tis an evil I have felt befoie 

And yet to hve with hei • with hei to shaie 

My husband’s bed ' What woman can support it ? 

Her jouth is stealing onwaid to its piime, 

Whilst mine is withered j and the e3’’e which longs 
To pluck the^ opening flower from the diy leaf 
Will turn aside Her j’ounger charms, I fear, 
Have conquered, and hencefoi*th in name alone 
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Sliftll Dcianira bo Alcides' ■wife. 

Uiifc ill do i\igo and violeiico become 
The piudent ination, tbevefore, mark me well, 
And hear what I have purposed to leheve 
My troubled hcait Withm a brazen urn, 
Concealed fiom evoiy eye, I long have kept 
That ancient gift which Nessus did bequeath me — 
Tlie hoai^’’ centaur, who was uont for hire 
To boar the traveller o’er the lapid flood 
Of deep Evenus Ifot with oars or sail 
Ho stemmed the torient, but mth nervous a\m 
Opposed and passed it Me, when fiist a biide 
I loft my fathei’s hosjutable loof 
With my Alcides, in his aims he bore 
Atlniart the ciuieiit, half way o’ei, he dared 
To oflor violence. I shiieked aloud, 

"N^nien lo • the son of Jove, his bow swift bent. 

Sent forth a shaft and pierced the monstei’s breast. 
Who vith his dying voice did thus addiess me 
'• Daughter of CEneus, listen to my woids. 

So shalt thou profit by the Inst sad journey 
Which I shall evoi go If in thy hand 
Thou take the diops outflowmg from the wound 
This airow made, dipped 111 the envenomed blood 
Of the Lernaian hydra, with that charm 
Mayst thou subdue the heart of thy Alcides, 

Hor shall another evei gain his love ” 

Mindful of this, my fiiends — for from that hour 
In seciet have I kept the piecious gift — 

Behold a garment, dipped 1’ th’ very blood. 

He gave me , nor did I foiget to add 
What he enjoined, but have prepaied it all 
I know no enl arts, nor would I learn them, 

Eor they who practise such aio hateful to me. 

I only wish the chaim may be of power 
To uun Alcides fiom this ■vuigin’s love. 

And bnng him back to Deianua’s arms, 

If he shall deem it lawful, but if not 
I’ll go no faither 

Cnou Could we be assured 

Such IS mdeed th' effect, ’tis well deterxmn-''* 
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Dci I cannot l)uL Lcliovo it, tlion^fh ns yl 
Expenenco never Imth (-onfiiiuofl it to inf 

CiiOR Thou shoulclstljc ffj'tmn , 1 lion but in-., 


know 

If thou hast never tuffl 

f)£j Til liy Jfc soon. 

For see e’en now lie coiup-. out at the portal • 
Let him not know oui pin pose. 1 F the il*** ‘1 
Be urong, concealment maj punent lepri/ich ; 
Thei’efove be silent. 


SoBST. TT. 


Licitas, Dmampa, Cifoius 


Lie. .Speak th} last coimnniuls, 

Daughter of QHneus, foi alreatlr long 
Have we delajeil our jomnc}. 

Dei Tvnou then, Luh*. 

That vhilst thou cominun'dst uith thy fnfial tny.-Jf 
Have luthci bioughta g.arniont which I woio 
For my Alcidcs , thou must lio.ir it to him. 

Tell him, no mortal must with touch profane 
Pollute the sacred gift, noi sun hehoM it, 

Noi holy temple, nor domestic health. 

Ere at the altar of paternal doie 

Himself shall wear it Twas un soltmn \ow 

Whene’er he should letmn, that, clothtal m thi-. 

He to the gods should oficr sacufice 
Bear too tins token: he will know it well. 

Away' Bemembor to pcifoim tin olheo, 

But go no faithei, so shall duuhlc piaiso 
And favoiii from us both rewaid thy duty. 

Lie If I liaAO aught of skill, by Hoiuie*' ri"ht 
Instructed in lus art, I will not fail 
To bear tby gift, and faithful to i*opoit 
What thou hast said 


Dei 

Thou know'st. 


Begone ' What heie hath passed 


mu nows 

inat all is ivell \ 
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ACT IV. 


Scene I. 


Deianira, Chorus. 


Deianira. Alas ' my fuends, I fear I’ve gone too far 

OiiOB Great queen, m Avliat? , , , , 

I know not what, but clicacl 
Sometlung to come, lest where I had most hope 
Of happiness, I meet with bitteiest woe 

Ohoe. Meanst thou thy gift to Hercules’ 

Dei. ^ 

hTor would I henceforth counsel those I loved 
To do a dark and desperate deed lilce this, 

Uncertain of th’ event 


Chob How was it 1 Speak, 

If thou canst tell us. 

Dei, Oh ' ’twas wonderful * 

Dor you shall hear it Know then, the white wool 
"Wherem I wrapped th’ anointed vest, untouched 
By any hand, dropped self-consumed away, 

And down the stone, e’en like a liquid, flowed 
Dissolvmg — ^but ’tis fit I tell you all — 

Whate’er the wounded centaur did en 3 oin me 
Mindful to practise, sacied as the laws 
On brassen tablets graved, I have performed 
Par from the fire, and from the sun's warm beams 
He bade me keep the charm , from eveiy eye 
In secret hid, till time should call on me 
To anoint and use it. This was done and now, 

The fleece in secret plucked, the charm piepared. 
Long from the sun within a chest concealed , 

At length I bi ought it forth, .and sent the gift 
To my Alcides, when behold a ivonder, 

Most stiange for tongue to tell, or heart of man 
E’en to conceive ' Perchance the wool I cast 
Into the sunshine , soon as it grew warm 
It fell to dust, consuming all away 
In most strange manner, then from th’ earth uprose 
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In frothy bubbles, e’en as from the gi’ape 
In yellow autumn flows the purple wme. * 

I know not what to think , but much I fear 
IVe done a horrid deed. Poi, why, my friends, 

Why should the dying savage wish to seive 
His murderer ^ That could never be Oh no ! 

He only meant by flattery to destioy 
Me, his destioyer Truth is come too late. 

And I alone have slain my dear Alcides , 

I knoiv that by his aiTows Ohuon fell, 

1 know whate’er they touched they stdl were fatal. 
That veiy poison mingled mth the blood 
Of dying Hessus, aviU not that too kill 
My Heicules ? It must • but if he dies, 

My resolution is to peiish with him ; 

Tho“e, jvho then* honoui* and then luitue prize, 

Can never live v ith infamy and shame 

CiiOR 'Ts fit we tiemble at a deed of horioi ; 

But ’tis not fitting, eie i\e know th’ event. 

To give up hope, and yield us to despaii 

Dei There is no hope where enl counsel 's ta’en 
Chou But when we eii fiom ignoiance alone, 
Small is the ciime and slight the punishment ; 

Such IS thy fault 

Dei The guiltless ma}’^ talk thus, 

Who know no ill , not those who aie unhappy. 

CnoR Ho moie , unless thou meanst th}' son should 
hear thee, 

WHio now 1 etui ns in seaicli of thy Alcides , 

Behold him heie. 


SCE^'B II. 

Hyllus, Deiaxira, Chorus 

Hye Oh ' would that thou weit dead ' 

Would I w'eie not tin' son > or, being so, 

Would I could change thy wicked lieait ' 

Dei 

What means this passion ’ 

jjye Thou hast slam Ihv hu‘-baiui 

This very day niv falhei has! thou slain. 
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Dei. Al&s ' my child, what say&tthoii^ 

' What IS past, 

And theiefoie must be , who can e’er undo 


The deed that’s done ? t i i xo 

Pei, But who could say I did it l 

Hi'ii I saw it inth these eyes ; 1 heard it all 

Fiom Ins own hps , . 

Pei Where didst thou see him then 1 


Tell me, oh ' quiekh tell me. 

Hyl. If I mtist, 

Obseiwe me well when Hercules, returned 
From conquest, had laid waste the noble city 
Of Eiuytus, with fair triumphal spoils 
He to Euboea came, where o’er the sea, 

Which beats on every side, Cemeum’s top 
Hangs dreadful, thither to paternal J ove 
His new raised altars in tlie leafy wood 
He came to visit • there did my glad eyes 
Behold Alcides hi’st As he piepaied 
The fiequent \ictim, fiom the palace came 
Lidias thy me.ssenger, and with him brought 
The fatal gift wiapped in the deadly garment 
(For such Avas thy command) twelve oxen then 
Without a blemish, firstlings of the spoil, 

He slew , togethei next a hundred fell. 

The mingled flock Pleased ivith his gaudy vest. 
And happj’^ in it, he aivhile lemained, 

Offeiing with joy his grateful sacrifice , 

But, lo ' when fiom the holy victim lose 
The bloody flame, and from the pitchy ivood 
Exhaled its moisture, sudden a cold sweat 
Bedeived his limbs, and to Ins body stuck 
As by the hand of some artificei 
Close joined to every part, the fatal vest , 
Comnilsion racked his bones, and through his i^eins, 
Like the fell sei pent’s deadly venom, raged , 

Then questioned he the w'retched guiltless Lichas 
By Avhat detested arts he had procured 
The poisoned gaib , he, ignorant of all, 

Could only say it Avas the gift he brought 
From Deianira When Alcides heard it, 
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Toitured with pjun, he took him by the foot, , 

And hulled him heiidlong on a pointed rock 
That o’er the ocean hung, his brains dashed foith 
With mingled blood floued through Ins clotted hair 
In horrid streams ; the multitude with shiieks 
Lamented loud the fury of Alcides, 

And Lichas’ hapless fate , none duist oppose 
His raging frenzy, prostiate on the eaith 
How would he lay and gi'oan , and now uprising 
Would bellow foith his griefs , the mountain-tops 
Of Locris, and Euboea’s locks letuined 
His dieadful cries , then on the ground outstretched, 
In bitterest math he cursed the nuptial bed 
Of CEueus, and Ins execrations poured 
On thee his worst of foes at length his ej es, 

Distoited forth from the surrounding smoke. 

He cast on me, who midst attending crowds 
Wept his sad fate , “ Approach,” he cued, “ my son. 

Do not forsake thy father, rather come 
And share his fate than leave me here oh ’ haste, 
And take me hence ; beai me uhere nevei eye 
Of mortal shall behold me 0 my child, 

Let me not perish here " Thus spake my father, 

And I obeyed * distiacted with his pains 
A vessel brings him to this place, and soon 
Living or dead you will behold him heie. 

This hai'-e thy horrid machinations done 
Foi thy Alcides . Oh 1 may justice doom thee 
To righteous punishment, if it be lawful 
For me to call down \cngeanco on a-mothei. 

As suie it IS on one who hath disclaimed 
All piety like thee, the eaith sustains not 
A bettei man than him whom thou has muidered, 

Hor shalt thou e’er behold his like again 

\EMt Deiaviha. 

CiiOH Whence this abiupt dcjini'tui’e ? Knoustthou 
not 

To go in silence thus confiims thy guilt 1 

Hvl Let her be gone , and may some prosperous 
gale 

Waft hei far off, that these abhoning ejes 
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May never see her more ' What boots the name 
Of mother, -vvhen no longer she performs 
A mother’s duty ^ Let her go in peace, 

And for her kindness to my father soon 
May she enjoy the blessing she bestowed I 


Ohokus. 

Strophe i. 

True was the oracle dmne, 

Long since delivered from Dodona’s shrine, 
Which said, Alcides’ woes should last 
Till twelve revolving years were past; 
Then should lus labours end in sweet repose . 
Behold, my friends, ’tis come to pass, 
’Tis all fulfilled , for who, alas • 

In peaceful death, or toil or slavery knows ? 

Antistrophe i. 

If deep within his tortured vems 
The centaui’s cruel poison reigns, 

That fiom the Hydra’s baleful breath 
Destructive flowed, replete ivitli death, 
On him another sun shall never rise ; 

Tlie venom runs through every part. 
And, lo ' to Nessus’ direful art 
Alcides falls a helpless sacrifice, 

St7opke 2 . 

• Poor Deianiia long deplored 
Her -waning chaims, and ever faithless lord; 
At length by evil counsel sivayed 
Hei passion’s dictates she obeyed, 
Kcsolved Alcides’ doubtful truth to prove , 
But now, alas ' laments his fate ^ 

In ceaseless woe, and finds too late 
A dying husband, and a foreign love 
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Antistroplie 2. 

Another desitli must soon succeed. 

Another victim soon shall bleed, 

Fatal, Alcides, was the dait 

That pierced the rival monaich’s heart. 

And brought lole fiom her native' land , 

From Venus did oiu* soriows flow 
The seciet spnng of all our woe. 

For nought was done but b}*^ her diead command 

\Excunt. 


AOT V. 

Scene I. 

[A noise within the Palace ] 
Chorus 

Oi I’m deceived, or I did hear loud shriclcs 
Within the palace, ’twas the voice of one 
In angmsh , doubtless some calamity 
Hath fallen upon us now. What can it be ? 
But see, yon matinn, with conti acted brow 
And unaccustomed sadness, comes to toll 
The dieadful news. 


Scene II. 

Nurse, Chorus. 

jfuRSE Wliat woes, my hapless daughters, 

Alcides’ fatal gift hath bi ought upon us ' 

Ohor What dost thou tell us ? 

Deianim treads 

The last sad path of mortals 
CnoR 


Is she gone ? 
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Wluti dead^ 


Again I say 


Nurse ’Tis> s>o indeed 
Ghor 
Nurse 

She IS no more. ^ , , , 

Ghor Alas' how did she peiish 1 

Nurse. Most fearfully, ’twas dreadful to behold 

Ghor How fell she then ^ 

isT,Ti><!t7 By her own hand. 

Q But wherefoie 

What madness, uhat disoider, what could move her 
To perpetrate so tenible a deed 
Thus adding death to death. 

Nurse. fatal steel 

Destioyed her. 

Ghor Didst thou see it 1 

Nurse 

Close by hei side 

Ghor. How was it i 

Nurse 

Stiuck the sad blow 
Ghor. Indeed ' 

Nurse 

Ghor. In evil houi tins iival vugm came 
To bung destruction heie 

Nurse And so she did , 

Hadst thou hke me been witness to the deed, 

Thou wouldst much more have pitied her 

Ghor. Alas ' 

How could a woman do it ^ 

Nurse ’Twas most dieadful, 

As thou shalt hear, for I will tell thee all . 

Soon as she entered at the palace gate 
And saw hei son prepaie the funeial bed, 

To th* inmost chamber silent she retired 
From every eye, there, at the altar's feet 
Falling, lamented loud hei widowed state, 

And ever as she lit on aught her liands 
Had used in happiei days, the teal’s uould flow , 

From room to loom she wandeied, and if chance 
A loved domestic crossed her she would weep 
And mouin her fate, for ever now deprived 


I was by, 


Her own arm 


Most veiitably. 
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Of conveise s^^ eet, and hymeneal joys , 

Then would she stiew hei garments on the bed 
Of her Alcides (for, concealed, I watched 
Ilei every motion), thiow herself upon it. 

And as the tears in a warm flood burst forth, 
“Fareuell ' ” she cried, “for e'ser farewell now. 

My nuptial couch 1 for never shalt thou more 
Keceive this wi etched burthen ” Thus she spake, 
And u rth quick hand the golden button loosed. 
Then cast her robe aside, her bosom bared 
And seemed prepared to strike I ran and told 
The dreadful purpose to her son , too late 
We came, and saw liei wounded to the heai*t 
The pious son beheld his bleeding mother. 

And Avept , for veil he knew, b}'’ anger fired. 

And the fell centaur’s cruel fraud betia)’’ed, 
TJnweeting she had done the dreadful deed 
Close to her side he lard him doAvn, and joined 
His lips to hers, lamenting sore that thus 
He had accused her guiltless, then deplored 
His oA\Ti sad fate, thus suddenly bereaved 
Of both his parents You haA’’e heard my tale. 

Wlio to himself shall promise length of life % 

Hone but the fool For, oh ' to day alone 
Is ours We are not certain of to-morrow 

Chor Which shall I rveep t which most our hear fa 
should fill 

With grief, the present or the future ill ? 

The dying or the dead ? ’Tis equal woe 
To feel the stroke, or fear th’ impendmg blow 

Strophe 

Oh I for a breeze to waft us o’er 
Propitious to some distant shore * 

To shield our souls from sore afiiight. 

And save us from the dreadful sight 
That sight the hardest heart Aiwild move 
In his last pangs the son of J ove , 

To see the poison lun thiough eveiy vein. 

And limbs convulsed iMtli agonising pain. 
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Anfisiroj)7ie. 

Behold th’ attendant tiain is nigli, 

I heat the voice of miseij’- , 

E’en as the plaintn’e nightuigale, 

Tliat waibles sweet her mouinful tale, 
Silent and slow they lead him on , 

Hark * I heal Alcides gioan ' 

Again ’tis silence all ' This way they tiead , 
Oi sleeiis he now, or lests he with the dead"* 


SCENU III 

Hercl'les, Hillus, Nukse, OnoRus, Attendants. 

H.\l Alas ' luy father, whither shall I go ? 

Wietch that lam Oh ' where shall I bet^e me 
"What will become of thy afflicted son 1 

Attdk Speak softly, youth, do not awake Ins pains , 
Refi am thy grief, for yet Alcides lives, 

Though "verging to the tomb , be calm 

Hyi.. What saj’^sli thou ? 

Both he yet live 1 

Atten. He doth , distuib not thus 

His slumbers, noi provoke the due disease 
Hu.. Alas 1 I cannot bear to see him thus 
Iltn [rntaAcs] 0 Jove ' where am I, and with 
whom? What land 

Contains the wretched Heicules, oppressed 
With novel -ending woes ? Ah me ' again 
The deadly poison lacks me 

ArrEN. \to Hyllus]. Seest thou not 
’ISv ere bettoi fai to have lemained in silence, 

And not awaked him. 

’Twas impossible 

unmoved to look on such calamity 
I cnuld not do it. * 

0 Cenreaii locks I 

liPif smoko the sacied altais, js it thus, 

O Jove I thou do-jt lew aid mj piety? ^ 
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What dreadful punishment is this thy hand 
Hath laid on me, who never could deserve 
Such bitter uTath ? What incantations now, 

What power of medicine can assuage my pain, 

Unless groat Jove assisted ? Health to me 
Without him uere a miracle indeed 
Let me, oh i lot me rest, refuse me not 
A little slumber ; why vull ye torment me ? 

Whv bend me foiu aid ^ Oh > ’tis worse than death ; 
Had you not vaked me, I had been at peace. 

Again it rages -with redoubled foice , 

Where aie you now, j^e thankless Grecians, where, 
"Wliom I have toiled to serve on the rough mam, 

And tluough the pathless wood? Where are you now 
To help a dying uwetch ? Will no kind hand 
Stietch fmth the fiiendly swoid, oi in the flame 
Consume me ? Hone, alas > vull cut me oflF 
Pioin hated life 

Attex. 0 youth ' assist thy father; 

It is beyond my strength ; thy quicker sight 
May be more useful. 

Htl My poor aid is ready; 

But wheiesoe'er I am, ’tis not in me 
To expel the subtle poison that destroys liim; 

Such IS the will of Jove 

Heb. My son, my son J 

"WTiere art thou ? Bear me up, assist me Oh ' 

Again it comes, th’ unconquerable ill, 

The due disease 0 Pallas i aid me now, 

Draw forth thy sword, my son , strike, stiike thy father, 
And heal the lyound thy impious mother made 
Oh • could I see her like myself destroyed, 

I should be hajipy ' Brother of great Jove, 

Sweet Pluto, hear me ' Oh ! with speedy death 
Lay me to rest, and bin 3’’ all m^’’ woes 

Choe The anguish of th’ unhapp3’’ man, m3 friends, 

Is terrible , I ti emble but to heai him 

Her What hath this body sufiered ? Oh ! the toils, 
The labouis I enduied, the pangs I felt, 

Unutteiablo uoes ' but never aught 
So dreadful as this sore calamity. 
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Oppressed Alcides ' Not the wife of J ove, 

Nor vile Eurystlieus, could torment me thus, 

As, (Eneus, thy deceitful daughter hath 
Oh * 1 am tangled in a ciuel net, 

AVoven by the Pones': it devours my flesh, 

Dues up my veins, and dnnks the vital blood, 

My body ’s withered, and I cannot bieak 
Th' indissoluble chain Nor hostile spear, 

Nor earth-born giants, nor the savage herd, 

Tlie wild Barbarian, oi the Grecian host. 

Not all the nations I have journeyed o’er 
Could do a deed like this At last I fall. 

Like a poor coward, by a woman’s hand, 

Unarmed and unassisted. 0 my son ' 

Now prove thyself the ofispiing of Alcides , 

Nor let thy leveience of a mother’s name 
Surpass thy duty to an injured father. 

Go, bring her Jnther, give her to my wrath, 

That I may see whom thou wilt most lament 
AVhen thou lieholdst my vengeance fall on her 
Fear not, my son, but go Have pity on me. 

Pity thy fatliei : all must pity me, 

Whilst they behold, e’en as the tender maid, 

Alcides weep, who never wept before 
I boie my soirows all vuthout a groan, 

But now thou seest I am a very woman 
Come near, my child Oh > think what I endure, 
Foi I will show thee Look on this poor body — 
Let all behold it what a sight is here ’ 

0 me 1 again the ciuel poison tears 
My entrails, nor afibids a moment’s ease. 

Oh ' take me, Pluto, to thy gloomy reign , 

Father of lightning, mighty Jove, send down 
Thy bolt, and stiike me now i Again it lacks. 

It toituies mo • 0 hands ' that once had strength. 
And you, my sinewy arms, was it bj’- you 
Tlie tenible Nemiean lion fell. 

The dreadful hydra, and the lawless race 
Of centaurs ? Did this witheied hand subdue 
Tlie Eiymanthian boar— nide-wasting plague ' 

And fiom the shades of Orcus diag to l^ht 
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The triple-bended monster ^ By tins aim 
Did tlie fierce guardian of tlie golden fiuit 
In Lib3’a’s deserts fall ? Unnumbered toils 
Have I endured of old, and never yet 
Did moital bear a tiophy from Alcides 
But nerveless now this arm— see, fiom the bone 
Daits the loose flesh I n aste beneath the power 
Of this daik pestilence 0 Hercules < 

Wh}' boast thy mothei spiung of nobler race. 

And vainly call thyself the son of Jove? 

But, mailc me well this creeping shadow still, 

Pool ns it IS, shall yet 1 avenge itself 

On her Avho did the execiable deed 

Would she weie heie to feel my iviath, to know' 

And teach manland that Hercules, though dead, 

As whilst he lived, can scourge the guilty still ' 

OnoR Unhappy 61 eece ' Hoav wilt thou mouin the 
Of such a man? [loss 

Hyi,. Peimit me but to speak, 

Distempered as thou art, my father, hear me , 

Hought shall I ask unfit for thee to grant , 

Be calm and listen to me , yet thou know st not 
How gioundless th}' complaints, and what new joy 
Awaits thee still 

Her Be brief then, and inform me, 

My pains affhct me so I cannot guess 
Thy subtle purpose 

Hyl Twas to speak of her, 

My mothei , ’twas to tell thee of her state 
And how unweeting she offended thee 

Her Tliou worst of childien > Wouldst thou then 
defend 

The murderei of thy father ? Dar’st thou thus 
Hecoll the sad lemembrance of her crime? 

Hyl It must not be concealed , I know too w'ell 
I can no longer hide it. 

TTvn What I Her guilt? 

’Tis known alieady 

Hyjj Thou ’It not ahvays think so 

TTr.n Speak then, but take good hee‘d thou show* 
thyself 
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^Yorihy tliy father , . , i 

]jYia Know tiien, slie is aeaa. 

Her Oh ' dreadful, murdered? By what hand? 

Hyn .. . Hero^vn. 

Her. Would she had fallen by mine I 

Alas’ my father, 

Didst thou know all, thy anger would be changed 


To pity for her 

Her That were strange indeed ; 

Why dost thou think so? 

Hyi. She did mean thee well, 

But ciied unlmowmg 

TTt-.b Meant she well to slay 

Thy father ? 

II YL Thy new mamage was the cause : 

She had prepared a philtre for thy love, 

And knew not ’twas a poison 

Her But say, who 

So skilled in magic arts at Trachis here 
Could give her thia? 

Hye The savage centaur Hessus, ~ 

Who did persuade her it would restore ^tliy love 
Given to another wife 
Her. Undone, Alcides ! 

I die, my child j theie is no life for me. 

Alas ’ I see it now ^ I see my woes j 
Hyllus, auay, thy father is no more j 
Begone, and call thy brothers, call Alcmena, 

The wife, alas * in vain, the wife of Jove, 

Go, bung them heie, that ivith my latest breath 
I may declaie my fate long since foretold 
By oiacles divine 
Hyi. Alcmena ’s gone 

To Tynnth, With her many of thy sons 
Remain Some dwell at Thebes, the rest are here, 
And vait with me to hear and to obey thee 
Her Then listen to me, for the time is come 
inieu thou must piove thyself indeed my son 
Know, J 01 e, my heavenly sire, long since foretold 
I Mas not bojn to peiish bjr the hand 
Of living man, but from some habitant 
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Of Pluto's dark abode should meet my fate. 

The centaur Nessus — ^so uas it fulfilled — 

Though dead destroyed me But I’ll tell thee more, 
New oiacles confirmed the old, for know 
When to the Selli’s sacred grove I came — 

Tlie wandering pnests who o’ei the mountains roam, 
And rest their weaned limbs on the cold giound — 

An ancient oak prophetic did dedaie 
That if I lived to this decisive hour, 

Here all my labours, all my toils should end. 

I thought it told me I should live in peace. 

Alas f it only meant that I must die, 

For death ivill put an end to every caie. 

Since thus it is, my son, thou too must join 
To ease Alcides Let me not leproach thee, 

But yield thy iviUing aid, noi e'er forget 
The best of laws, obedience to a fathei 

Hyl. Thy words aflaaght me , but declaae thy 
purpose — 

Behold me ready to perfoim thy oiders 
Wliate'er they be 

Her. Fu’st give me then hand 

Hyl But wdiy this pledge, and wheiefoie anxious 
thus 

Dost thou lequiie it 1 
TTrr Wilt thou give it mo 

Or dost lefuse ? 

Hyl. There, take it , I obey 

Her. Fust sweai then by the head of Jove my sue 

Hyl I will , but what? 

Her Sweai that thou wilt peifoiin 

- All I enjoin thee. 

Hyl. Beai me witness, Jove ' 

I swear. 

Her. And imprecate the winth dmne 
If thou performst it not. 

Hyl. I shall not fail , 

But if I do, may vengeance swift o’eitake me ^ 

Her Thou knowst the top of CEta’s saci ed hill. 

Hyl I know it well, and many a saciifice 
Have offeied there 
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That lb the debtined place, 
Wheie thou, asbibted by thy chosen fnends, 

My son, raubt bear the body of Alcides , 

There shalt thou cut thee many a leafy bianch 
ilom the wild olive and deep-rooted oak, 

Then cast me on it, take thy torch, and light 
]My funeial pile , ivithout one tear or groan 
Unmanly do it, if thou ai t my son , 

For if thou failst, remembei, after death 
A fathei’s curses ivill sit heavy on thee 

Hvi. Alas ' my father, what hast thou commanded 1 
What hast thou bade me do 

Her What must be done, 

Or thou ait not the son of Hercules 
Hy£. a dreadful deed < And must I then become 
A pairiude, and mnider theel 
Her. Oh, no * 

My kind physician, balm of all my woes, 

Hyr.. Myself to cast thee in the flames ! Is that 
An office fit for me ? 

Her. If that alone 

f^eem dreadful to thee, )^et perform the I’est. 

Hvl. I’ll bear thee thither. 

Her Wilt thou laise the pile 

Hyl I will do anything but be myself 
Thy executioner. 

Her. ’Tib well, my son , 

But one thing moie, and I am satisfied , 

’Tis but a httle 

Be it e’er so gieat, 

I shall obey. 

Her. Thou knowst tiiie virgin daughter 

Of Eurjiius. 

Hyl. lole 1 

Her Her, my son , 

Bemember, ’tis a father’s last command, 

And thou hast bwoin obedience. That lole 
I do bequeath thee , take hei to thy arms 
When I am dead, and let her be thy wife . 

It IS not fitting she nbo lay by th’ .side 
Of Hercules to any but the son 
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Of Heicules should e’ci* descend ; to thee 
Alone I yield her Speak not, but obey me j 
After thy land compliance, to lefuse 
So slight a favour were to cancel all 
IIyl [aside]. Alas’ distempeied ns he is, to chide 
him 

"Were most unkind, and yet, what madness this ' 
Her. Thou wilt not do it then? 

3Itl. What • man 3 ' her 

Who slew my mothei ’ hei, who hath hi ought thee 
To this‘‘sad state ' It weie an act of fren?y : 

Death be my portion lather than to live 
With those I hate 

Her '[tm'nvng to the Chorus] He will not p.ay me 
then 

The duty which he owes a dying father ’ 

But if thou dost not, cuises from the gods 
Await thee 

Hyl Oh ! thou rav’st, it is the lage 
Of th}' distemper makes thee talk so wildlj' 

Her Thou hast awakened all my woes , .again 
They torture now, 

Hyl. Alas > what doubts aiise. 

What fears perplex me ! 

Her. Meanst thou to dispute 

A father’s will ’ 

Hyl. Must I then learn of thee 

To do a wcked deed * 

Her It is not wcked 

If I request it of thee. 

Hyl Is it just? 

Her. It IS , the gods are witnesses ’tis just 
Hyl Then by those gods I swear I will perform 
What thou commandst I never can be deemed 
Or base, or impious, for obejung thee 

Her ’Tis w ell, my son : one added kindness more, 
And I am satisfied befoie the racks 
Of dire convulsion, and the pangs of madness 
Again attack wie. thiow me on the pile. 

Haste then, and bear me to it, theie at last 
I shall have peace and lest fiom all my sorrows 
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Hyl Since ’tis thy will, my father, we submit 
Hejb Now, eie the rlreadful malady return, 

Be film, my soul, e’en as the hai denod steel ; 
Suspend thy cries, and meet the fatal blow 
With ]oy and pleasure , bear me hence, my friends, 
For you have shown yourselves my friends indeed. 
And piove the base ingiatitude of those 
From whom I sprang, the cruel gods, who saw 
Unmoved the woes of then unhappy son. 

’Tis not in mortal to foiesee his fate , 

Mine IS to them disgraceful, and to me 
Most teiiible — to me of all mankind 
The most distiessed, the pool, the lost Alcides 
Cnon. lole, come not forth, unhajipy margin, 
Already hast thou seen enough of woe. 

And yet fiesli soiroivs wait thoe , but remember, 
All IS decreed, and all the work of Jove 
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Tiresias, a Blind Prophet of 
Thebes 

A Shepherd, from Corinth 
A Messehgeb 

SCENE. — ^THEBEb, bi 


Ae Old SHiPHrRD,/orino/y 
belonging to laius 
High Prik'st of .Tupitlr 
Chords composed of the Prictts 
and Ancient Men of Thebes, 
Theban Youths, Chddrtn of 
(Edipus, Attendants, «tc 

the Palace of CEdipvs 


ACT I. 

Scene I 

CEdipus, High Priest or Jupiter. 

CEdipus 0 my loved sous ’ the youthful progeny 
Of .incient Cadmus, Avlieiefoie ‘iit you hoie 
And supj)hant thus, mth «nri'ed bou "h"? adoi ned, 
Ciowd to our.'ilt.'iis? Piequont ■^ficnhte 
And piayers and sighs and souoivs lill the land 
1 could Im^e <5ent to leiuii the fatal ciu^e, 

But see, j'oui anxious soi cirngn conies luiu’-clf 
To know it all fi-oni you , behold >om king, 
Renowned Q2diiiiis ; do thou, old man. 
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Now succour the distiess » On -wisdom oft, 

And prudent counsels in the hour of ill, 

Success a^^ aits. 0 deaiestpimce* suppoit, 
Relieve thy Thebes , on thee, its saviour once, 
Again its calls Now, if thou wouldst not see 
The mem’r}' pciish of thy former deeds, 

Xiet it not call in vain, but lase, and save ' 

Witli happiest omens once and fan success 
We saw thee crowned • oh ' be thyself again. 

And may thy will and foi-tune be the same ' 
Ifthou art yet to leign, 0 king ’ remembei 
A sovereign's riches is a peopled lealm , 

For what mil ships or lofty towers avail 
Unarmed with men to guaid and to defend them 1 
CEdi. 0 my unhappy sons > too ivell I know 
Your sad estate. I know the woes of Thebes , 
And yet amongst you lives not such a metch 
As QSdipus, for oh ! on me, my childien, 

Your soiTOWS press. Alas ' I feel for you 
My people, foi my&elf, foi Thebes, foi all ' 

Think not I slept legardless of youi ills , 

Oh no ' mth many a tear I wept your fate, 

And oft in meditation deep i evolved 
How best j'our peace and safety to lestore 
The only medicine that my thoughts could find 
I have administeied Memeceus’ son, 

The noble Cieon, vent by m)”^ command 
To Helphos fiom Apollo’s shiine, to know 
Wliat must be done to save this wi etched land 
'Tis time he were returned I wondei much 
At his delay. If, when he comes, your king 
Perfoim not all the god enjoins, then say 
He IS the worst of men. 

Pkibst 0 king ' thy v oi ds 

Are gracious, and if right these youths infoim 
me, 

Creon is here 

CEdi 0 Phoebus ’ giunt he come 

With tidings cheeiful as the smile he weaii ' 

Priest. He is the messengei of good , foi see, 
His brows are crowned vith lauiol. 
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Foi beat tbsii o&ce biiits tin yeais, inform me, 

'NViiv you ai e come , ib it the piesent ill 
That tallb jou heie, oi diead of future iioe« 
llaid Mcrc indeed the heait that did not feel 
Foi giiof like Yoius, and pity such distiess 
If theie be aught that (Edipus ckin do 
To •'Cl 10 Jus people, know me foi yoiii friend 
Pkiest 0 king ' thou seest what numbeis tliiong thy 
altais , 

Heie, bending sad beneath the weight of yeais, 

The liou i puest'?, here cioiid the chosen youth 
Of Tliebcs, \nth these a weak and suppliant tiam 
Of lielples'. infants, last in me behold 
The uunibter of Jove fai oft’ thou seest 
As-icmbled inultitudes, with lain el ci owned, 

To iiheic ^bnei Ill’s hallowed temples lise 
I'lcquent lepaii, oi iiheie Ismenus laves 
Apollo’s sacied shnne too ii ell thou know st 
Th} inetched Thebes, iiitli dieadful stoims oppiessed, 
Scaite lifts hei liend aboie the whelming flood, 

The teeming eaitli Jiei blasted haivest mournb, 

And on the bairen plain tlie flocks and heidb 
Uimuinbeied peiibh, dire aboition thwaits 
The mothers hopes, and painful she bungs foitli 
The half loiined infant , baleful pestilence 
Hath laid oui city waste, the liery god 
Stalks o'er desei ted Thebes , whilst with out groans 
Ennched, the gloomy god of Eiebus 
Ti jiimphunt sinilo'. ‘ 0 Gildipus ' to thee 

e bend , beliold these }outlis, with me they kneel, 
^^id 'Suppliant at thy allai*s sue for aid, 
lo thee the lii*st of men, and only less 
Than them whose favoiu thou alone canst gain, 

The gwK above, thy wisdom let may heal 
Jhe deep-felt wound':, and make the poweis divine 
J lopitious to ii*,. Thebes long since to tbee 
ilers iffli owed, when fiom the Sphjnx dehveied 
I hi gritefnl jH'ople siw thee, not bv man 
but b\ Ihe go/ls iiisf) noted, save the land 
Now then, thou hf st of king-,, assist us noiv. 

»»hl h\ M.memoHal oi mimoital .nd 
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Now succoui* the distiess l On wi&dom oft, 

And prudent counsels in the hour of ill, 

Success auaitb. 0 deaiest piince > suppoit, 
Relieve th}' Thebes , on thee, its saviour once, 
Again its calls Jfoiv, if thou wouldst not see 
The mem’ry polish of thy former deeds, 

Let it not call in vain, but use, and save ' 

With happiest omens once and fan success 
We saw thee ciowned . oh i be thyself again. 

And jiia}’ thy aviU and foitune be the same ' 

If thou aib 3 'et to leign, 0 king > lemembei 
A soveieign’s liches is a peopled lealm , 

Ror what mil ships oi lofty towers avail 
TJnaimed mth men to guaid and to defend them ? 

CEdi. 0 my unhappy sons • too well I know 
Youi sad estate I knoiv the woes of Thebes , 
And yet amongst ^’’ou lives not such a >vretch 
As CEdipus, for oh ! on me, my childien. 

Your SOI lows press Alas ' I feel for you 
My people, for myself, foi Thebes, for all ' 

Think not I slept legardless of yoni ills , 

Oh no I with many a tear I wept your fate, 

And oft in meditation deep i evolved 
How best youi peace and safety to lestore 
The only medicine that my thoughts could find 
I have administeied Memeceus’ son. 

The noble Cieon, vent by my command 
To Helphos fiom Apollo’s shnne, to know 
What must be done to save this vi etched land 
’Tis'time he were letuined I wondei much 
At Ins delay. If, when he comes, youi king 
Perfoim not all the god enjoins, then say 
He IS the worst of men. 

Pbiest 0 king ' thy woids 

Aie gracious, and if light these youths infoiin 
me, 

Creon is here 

CEdi 0 Phoebus ' grant he come 

With tidings cheeiful as the smile he weaia * 

Priest. He is the messenger of good, foi see, 
His brows are crowned vith lain el. 
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CEdi 

Be satisfied . lie comes. 


We shall soon 


Scene II. 

Greon, CEpipus, Priest, Chorus 

(Edi. My dealest Cieon, 

Oh' say, what answer beaist thou from the god 
Or good, 01 ill ? 

Greon Good, very good , for know. 

The woist of ills, if rightly used, may prove 
Tho means of happiness 

(Edi What says my fiiend ’ 

This answer gives me nought to hope oi fear. 

Greon Shall we retire, or would j ou that I speak 
In public here? 

(Edi. Befoie them all declaio it, 

Them woes sit heaviei on me than my ou n 

Greon. Then mark what I have heaid the god 
commands 

That mstant we drive forth the fatal cause 
Of this dire pestilence, noi nounsh heie 
The accursed monster 

CEdi Who? Whatmonstei? How 

Bemove it ? 

Greon Or by bamshment, or death. 

Life must be given foi life , foi yet his blood 
Bests on the city, 

CEdi Whose ? What means the god ^ 

Greon. 0 king > before thee Laius ruled o’ei Thebes 
CEdi I know he did, though I did ne’ei behold him. 
Greon Laius was slam, and on his muidcieis, 

So Phoebus says, we must have vengeance 

Wheie, 

Where aie the murderers ? Who shall tiace the guilt 
Bulled so long m silence ? 

Greon. Heie, he said. 

E’en in this land, what’s sought for may be found, 

But truth unseal ched for seldom comes to hght. 
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CEdi How chd he fall, and where 1 — at home, 
abroad ? 

Died he at Thebes, or in a foreign land % 

Obeow He left his palace, fame leporfcs, to v‘?eek 
Some oracle , since that, we ne’er beheld Inm 
CEdi But did no messenger i elm n? Hot one 
Of all his tram, of ivhom we might inquire 
Touching this muider * 

Oreon. One, and one alone, 

Came back, who, flying, 'scaped the geneial slaughter. 
But nothing save one little ciicumstance 
Or knew, or e’ei i elated. 

CEdi. What was that * 

Mudli may be learned from that. A little dawn 
Of light appealing m.ay discover all 

Oreoit. Loins, attacked by lobbeis, and oppressed 
By numbeis, fell. Such is his tale 
CEdi Would they — 

Would robbeis do so despeiate a deed, 

TJnbnbed and unassisted ? 

Oreon. So, indeed, 

Suspicion whispered then. But — Lams dead — 

Ho friend iras found to vindicate the niong 
CEdi. But what strange cause could stoji inquii’y 
thus 

Into the niuidei of a lung ’ 

Greon Tlie Sphj nx 

Her dire enigma kept oui thoughts intent 
On piesent ills, noi gave us time to seaich 
The past mysteiious deed 

CEdi. Myself will tiy 

"Soon to unveil it Thou, Apollo, nell, 

And well hast thou, my Cieon, lent thj oid. 

Your QSdipus shall now peifoim Ins jviit 
Yes, I ivill hglit for Phoebus and my coiuitiy. 

And so I ought Poi not to fi lends alonp. 

Oi lundied, one I this, but to mi self 
Who muidered him, peicliancc uould inuidoi n.c 
His cause IS mine A^^lercfol'e. my clnldien ii'-- 
Take hence 3*01x1 suppliant liottglis, and summi'.i 1 '. ic 
The race of Cadmus— my assembled people 
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bought bliall be left untried Apollo leads. 

And ue shall use to ]oy, oi smk foi ever. 

Pbiest. ILnste, then, my sons, for this we hither 
came • 

About it quick, and may the god who sent 

This oracle, protect defend, and save us ' [Exeunt 

Chorus 
Stiophc 1 

0 thou great oiacle divine * 

■\Ylio didst to happy Thebes remove 
From Delphi’s golden sbnne, 

And in sweet sounds declare the will of Jove. 

Daughter of hope, oh ' soothe m3' soul to rest, 

And calm the lasmg tumult in m3' breast 
Look down, 0 Phoebus ' on thy loved abode 

Speak, for thou knoivst the dark deciees of fate, 

Oim present and our futuie state. 

0 Delian ' be tliou still our healing god ? 

Aniisiiophe i. 

jMineiva, first on thee I call, 

D.iughter of Jove, immoital maid, 

Low beneath th3' feet we fall 
Oh » bnng thy sistei Diaii to our aid. 

Goddess of Thebes, from tb3* imperial throne 
Look -with an 03^0 of gentle pity down , 

And thou, fai -shooting Phoebus, once the fnend 
Of this unhapp3'. this devoted land, 

Oh ' now, if evei, let th3- hand 
Once more be stretched to save and to defend ' 

Strophe 2 

Great Thelies, my sons, is now no more , 

She falls and ne’ei again slmll use. 

Nought can hei he.alth oi stren^h restoie, 

Tlie mighty nation .sinks, she dioops, she dies 
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Stiipped of her fiuits, behold the baireu earth 

The half'foimed infant struggles for a biith. 

The mother sinks unequal to hei pam • 

Whilst quick as bnds in any circles dy, 

Or lightnings fiom an angiy sky, 

Crowds press on crowds tp Pluto’s daik domain. 


Antisti ophe 2. 

Behold what heaps of wretches slain, 
tJnbuiied, unlamented he, 

^or paients now nor fxiends remain 
To grace their deaths with pious obsequy. 

The aged mation and the blooming wife, 

Chng to the altars — sue for added life. 

With sighs and gi’oans united Pieans rise; 

Be-echoed, stiU doth great Apollo’s name 
Their sorrows and their wants proclaim. 

Frequent to him ascends the saciifice. 

Stiophe 3 

Haste then, Miuenn, beauteous maid, 

Descend in this afflictive hour, 

Haste to thy dying people’s aid, 

Din-e hence this baneful, this destiuctive pouei ' 
Wlio comes not aimed with hostile swoid or shield, 
Yet strews with many a eoise th’ ensanguined field , 
To Ampliitiite’s wide extending bed 

Oh ' drive him, goddess, fiom thy favouiite land, 

Oi let him, by tby diead command, 

Biuy lu Tluacian waves his ignominious head, 

AiitistiOjiJie 3 

F.ithei of all, ininioital Jove* 
vOh ’ now thy fiery ten 01s send ; 

■ Fiom thy 'di-eadful stores above 
Det lightnings blast him and let tluindeis lend 
And thou, 0 Lycban king ' thy aid impart , 

Send fiom thy golden bow, th’ unciiing 
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Smilo, clmslo Duinn, on llii-. lovotl ■ilwli', _ 

■Whiht TJiobnii Bncclnis jmn^ thr» iiuiMtirmn;/ iJiionif. 

Ogocl of M-incniKl iniiih niKUon^'!^ ^ 

Now wlh tliy ioich ilcslroy tbo bnso 

»' I / > . tilt] 


ACT II. 


SCKNK I. 


CEdipus, Chorus. Pef ^ p^c 

CSdi. Yom pla^el'^ mo hcaul. mul if joti nill oV'y 
Youi king, mul licaikcn to lus vonK, )ciit soon 
hJliall find lelicf , niYfeolf ^ull heal jonr 
I was a strangev to Iho dreadful deed, 

A stiangei o’en to the lopoifc liU now ; 

And yet without sonic ti.ices of the ctnno 
I should not urge this inattei , thcrofoic hear me. 

I speak to all the citi?eiis of Tholics, 

Myself a citi/.en — obseiw e ino w ell 
If any knoiv the murdeier of Lams, 

Let him reveal it , I command you all. 

But if lesiraiiiod by diead of punishment 
He hide the secret, let him fear no moie; 

ITor nought but exile shall attend the ciimo 
"NVhene’ei confessed, if by a foioign hand 
The hoiiid deed was done, who points him out 
Commands oui thanks, and moots a sine icwnrd . 

But if theie be who knows tho muideiei , 

And yet conceals him fiom us, maik his f.itc, 

"Which heio I do pionounce : Let none leceive 
Throughout my kingdom, none hold comcise with him. 
Nor ofTei ' prayer, nor spnnkle o’er his head 
The sacied cup , let him he diiven fiom all, 

By all abandoned, and by all accursed. 

For so the Delphic oracle declared , 
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And therefore to the gods I pay this duty 
And to the dead. Oh I may the guilty wietch, 
Whethei’ alone, or by Kis impious friends 
Assisted, he performed the horrid deed, 

Denied the common benefits of natuie, 

Wear out a painful life J And oh J if heie, 
Within my palace, I conceal the traitor, 

On me and mine alight the vengeful curse I 
To you, my people, I commit the care 
Of tills impoitant business; ’tis my cause. 

The cause of Heaven, andyoui* expiimg country. 
E’en if the god had nought declared, to leave 
Tliih cimie imexpiiited weie most uugiateful, 
lie Avas the best of longs, the best of men , 

TJiat sceptic non* is mine •which L.iius boie, 

His uife IS mine . so would his childien be 
Did any Inc , and theicfoie am T hound, 

RVn as lio weie my father, to revenge Tiim. 

Yes. I mil try io find this muideier, 

T o\\ e it to the son ot Lalidacus, 

'Co Polydoius, C'.ulmus, and the lace 
If gieut Agenor Oh • if yet theic are. 

Who will not 30111 me in the pious deed. 

El 0111 such may eaith withhold hei annual sloie. 
And barien be theii bed, then hfe most m etched, 
And their death cruel as the pestilence 
That wastes our city 1 But on you, my Thebans, 
Who wish us fail' success, may justice smile 
Propitious, and the gods foi ever bless ! 

Chok. 0 king ' thy impiecations unappalled 
1 heai, and join thee, guiltless of the ciime, 

Hor knowing who committed it The god 
Alone, who gave the oiacle, must clear 
Its doubtful sense, and point out the offender, 

, tEnr. ’Tis true. But who shall force the powem 
divine 

To speak their hidden purpose ? 

OnoB ' Oiie thing more, 

If I might speak. 

(Em Say on, whatever thy mind 

Shall dictate to thee. \ 



228 CEDIPVS TYRANNUS. 

CnoR amongst the gods 

All-knowiog Phoebus j so to moi’tal men 
Doth sage Tiresias in foreknowledge sure ^ 

Shine foith pie-eminent. Perchance his aid 
Might much avail us. 

CEdi. Creon did suggest 

The same expedient, and by his'advice 
Tivice have I sent for this Tiresias , much 
I wonder that he comes not. 

OnoB ’Tis most fitting 

We do consult him , for the idle tales 
Which lumour spieads are not to be regarded. 

CBdi What are those tales for nought should we 
despise 

Chou ’Tis said some travellers did attack the king 

CEdt It IS , but still no proof appears. 

Ohor And yet, 

If it be so, thy dreadful execration 
Will force the guilty to confess. 

(Era Oh no 1 

Who fears not to commit the crime will ne’er 
^ Be frightened at the curse that follows it. 

Chor Behold he comes, who will discover all, 

The holy prophet. See ' they lead him hither , 

He knows the truth and will reveal it to us 


Scene II. 

Tiresias, CEdipus, Chorus.^ ' 

CEm 0 sage Tiresias, thou who knoivest all 
That can be known, the thmgs of heaven above 
And earth below, whose mental eye beholds, 

Blind as thou art, the state of dying Thebes, 

And weeps her fate, to thee we look for aid, 

On thee alone for safety we depend. 

This answer, which perchance thou hast not hearc 
Apollo gave the plague, he said, should cease 
"When those who murdered Dams were discovered 
And paid the forfeit of their crime by death 
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Or bainsliniont Oil * do not tlien conceal 
Aught tlmt thy art prophetic fiom the flight 
Of birds or otlier omens may disclose 
Oil > save thyself, save this afflicted ciiyf 
Save QDdipus, avenge the guiltless dead 
I’rom this pollution > Thou ait all our hope , 
Rpmembor, ’tis the privilege of man, 

Ills noblest function, to assist the ivietehed 
Till Alas' u hat miseiy it IS to Icnoiv 
When knowledge is tlius fatal ' 0 Tiicsias ' 

Thou art undone ! Would I had never come ' 

C15di. What saN st thou ? Whence this stiange 
dejection ^ Speak 

Till Let me be gone , ’tueie better for us both 
That I letiie in silence be advised 

CEdi. It is ingiatitude to Tnebes, vho bore 
And cheiished thee — it is unjust to all, 

To hide the Mill of heaven. 

Tin ’Tis rash in thee 

To ask, and rash I feai Mill piove my ansM'er 

Ciion. Oh ' do not, by the gods, conceal it fiom us, 
Suppliant mc all lequest, m'O all conjure thee 

Tin You knoiv not M’liat } ou ask , I’ll not unveil 
Youi misei ics to you. 

OEdi KnoM’st thou then our fate, 

And wilt not tell it f Meanst thou to betray 
Thy countiy and thj’’ lang? 

Tin * I M'ould not malie 

Myself and thee unhappy ; m hy thus blame 
My tender cai e, uoi listen to my caution ? 

(Edi Wieteli as thou art, thou wouldst piovolrc a 
\ stone — 

Liflexible and ciuel — still implored 
And still lefusing. 

Tin Thou condemn ’st my Marmth, 

Foigotful of thy OMii 

CEni Who M'ould not r.ige 

To see an injuicd people treated thus 
With \ lie contempt ? 

Tin What is decicecl by heaven 

Must come to pass, though I reveal it not, 
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CEdi. Still, ’tis thy duty to infoim us of it 
Tir. I’ll speak no moie, not though thine angei? 
swell 

E’en to its utmost. 

CEdi. Nor will I be silent. 

I tell thee once for all thou wort thyself 
Accomplice in this deed. Nay, moi e, I think, 

"But for thy bhndness, wouldst with thy own hand 
Have done it too. 

Tir. ’Tis well Now hear, Tiiesins. 

The sentence, which thou didst thyself pioclaiin, 

Falls on thyself. Henceforth shall never man 
Hold converse with thee, for thou art accui’^od — 

The guilty cause of all this citj ’s u oes. 

CEdi. Audacious traitor 1 thinkst thou tn escape 
The hand of vengeance 1 

Tir. Yes, I fear thee not . 

For truth is siiongei than a tyi ant’s aim 

CEdi "VVlience didst thou leain this’ "Was it from 
thy aitl 

Tir I learned it from thj self. T’hou diiKt compel 
me 

To speak, unuilhiig as I was. 

CEdi. Once moi e 

Hepeat it then, that I may know my fate 
More plainly still. 

Tir. Is it not plain alieady 1 j 

Or meanst thou but to tempt me 1 
CEdi. Ho, but say, 

Speak lb again. 

Tir. Again then I declaie 

Thou art thyself the muideier W’hom thou seekst 
CEdi A second time thou shaft not pass unpunished 
Tir, What wouldst thou say, if I should tell thee all 1 
(Era. Say what thou wilt. For all is false 

^ Know then, 

That (Edipus, in shameful bonds united 
W ith those he loves, unconscious of his guilt. 

Is 3 ^et most guilty. 

Dar’st thou utter moi’e, 

And hope for pardon % 
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Tin. Yes, if there be stiength 

In sacred Irafch. 

^ CEm Bnfc tiutli dwells not in thee : 

I’Jij' body and thy mind are daik alike, 

Foi both arc blind. Thv ov’13' sense is lost 

Tin Thon dost upbraid me with the loss of that 
For whicli thyself ere long shall meet reproach 
Fiom e\ery tongue 

CEdt. Tliou blind and impious tiailoi ’ 

Thy daiknesb is thy safeguard, or this hour 
Had been thy last. 

Tin. It IS not in my fate 

To fall by thee Apollo guards his priest 
CEdi. Was this the tale of Oieon, or thy own ? 

Tin. Croon is guiltle.ss, and the ciime is thine 
CEdi. 0 riches, power, dominion ' and thou far 
Above them all, the best of human blessings, 

Excelling wisdom, how doth envy love 
To follow .and opiiress you ' This fair Idngdoiii, 

Which by the nation’s choice, and not mj’- oini, 

I heie possess, Creon, ray faithful fiiend, 

Foi such I thought him once, would now wiestfiom me, 
And hath suborned this vile impostor heie, 

This wandering hypociite, of shaipest sight 
When inteiest prompts, but ignorant and blind 
When fools consult him Tell me, jiiophet, nheie 
Was all thy art when the abhoricd Sphynx 
Alarmed our city? Wheiefoie did not then 
Thy ivisdom save us? Then the man divine 
Was wanting. But thy buds lefused then omens. 

Thy god was silent. Then came (Edipus, 

This poor, unlearned, umnstructed sago , 

Who not flora buds unceitain omens dieii, 

But by Ills own sagacious mind exploied 
The hidden mysteiy And now thou coin’bt 
To cast me fiom the tin one my visdom gained. 

And shai^ ^vlth Oieon my divided empne 
But you should both lament youi lU-got powei, 

You and your bold compeei. For thee, this moment, 

But that I bear lespect unto thy age, 

I'd make thee rue thy execrable purpose 


N 
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Chor You both are angry, therefore both to blame j 
Much rather should you .loin, Avith fuendly sccal 
And mutual ardour, to exploie the will 
Of all-deciding Heaven. 

•pjjj Wliat though thou rul i»t 

O’er Thebes despotic, we are equal heio . 

I am Apollo’s sub]ect, and not thine, 

Nor want I Cieon to protect me No , 

I tell thee, king, tins blind Tiresias tells thee, 

Seeing thou seest not, knowst not uhcie thou art, 

What, or with whom Oanst thou infoim me who 
Thy parents are, and what thy homd dimes 
’Gainst thy own race, the living and the dead ? 

A father’s and a mothei’s curse attend thee , 

Soon shall their fuiies dnve thee from tlie land, 

And leave thee daik like me What mountain then, 

Oi conscious shoie, shall not leturn the gioans 
Of CEdipus, and echo to his woes ? 

When thou shalt look on the detested bed, 

And ID that haven wheie thou hop’st to rest, 

Shalt meet with storm and tempest, then what ills 
Shall fall on thee and thine ' Now vent th}’ lage 
On old Tiresias and the guiltless Creon , 

We shall be soon avenged, for ne’er did Heaven 
Cut off a wietch so base, so vile as thou ait 

CEni Must I beai this from thee** Auay, begone' 
Home, villain, home ' 

Tin. I did not come to thee 

XJnsent for 

CEdi Had T thought thou wouidst have thus 
Insulted me, I had not called thee hithei 

Tib Peihaps thou holdst Tiiesias as a fool 
And madman , but thy paionts thought me mso 

CEdi My paients, saidst thou Sj)eak, uho iveic m3' 
paients^ 

Tin This da}', that gives thee life, shall give thee 
death 

(Edi Stp daik, and still perplexing aio the woids 
Thou uttei st 

Tin Tis thy business to uniiddle, 

And therefoio thou caust best inteipret them 
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CEdi Thou dost reproach me for my Mituos 
Tin. , They, 

And thy good fortune, have 'ur done thee 
QSdi >Siuce 

I saved the city, I’m content. 

Tin raicuell. 

Boy, lead me hence 

CEdi Auay witli him, for hoie 
Ills pieseuce but dibtmbs us, beinggone, 

AVe shall be happier 
Tin OEclipus, T go, 

But tii.st infoim me, foi I fe.u thee not. 

AVlieiefoie I came Knoiv then, I euue to loll iljoc. 

The man thou seelcst, the man on uhom thoujiouieclst 

Thy execiations e’en the muidoier 

Of Laius, now is heie — a seeming sti anger 

And yet a Theban. He shall sufier soon 

For all Ills ciimcs fioni light and affluence diuen 

To penuiy and darkness, poor and blind, 

Plopped on his staff, and from liis natuo land 
Expelled, I see him in a foieign clime 
A helpless wandeier, to his sous at once 
A fatliei and a bx’other , child and luisband 
Of her fioni whom he spiang Adulleious, 

Incestuous pariicide, now faie thee 11011’ 

Go, leaiii the tiuth, and if it be not so, 

Kay I have ne’er deseived the name of piophet 

Cironus 
htioph: i. 

AVhen will the giiiltv wietch aiippai 
AVhom Delphi’s saoied oiacle demands . 

Authoi of Climes too black foi nioilrl oai, 

Dipping 111 loyal blood his saciilegious hind-'l 
Siiift as the stoim hi mpid iilniluinds dm on , 

Quick let linn tly th’ impending iii ith of Heaven; 

For lo ’ the angi v son of .loi e, 

Aimed with led hghtnnigs fiom nboie, 

Pursues the muideici mth iminoii il hate 

And lound him ‘.picads the snai’cs of iniielcnfing f.ale. 
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Antistro2ihe i, 

Fiom steep Parnassus’ rocky cave, 

Coveied witli snowj came foitk tlie dread command j 
Apollo thence Ins sacied mandate gave, 

To search the man of blood through every land ; 
Silent and sad, the weary wanderer roves 
O'er pathless rocks and sohtary groves, 

Hoping to ’scape the ^vrath divine, 

Denounced from great Apollo’s shrine ; 

Vain hopes to ’scape the fate by Heaven decreed, 

For vengeance hovers still o’er his devoted head. 


Siio^phe 2 . 

Tu'csias, famed foi wisdom S lore, 

Hath dieadtul ills to CEdipus divuied ; 

And ns his words mysterious I explore, 

TJnnumbeied doubts perplex my anxious mind 
Now msed by hope, and now ivitli fears oppressed, 
Soriow and joy altei’nate fill my breast ; 

How should these hapless kings be foes, 

"When never strife between them rose ? 

Or why should Laius, slam bj’- hands unknown, 

Bring foul disgiace on Polybus’ unhappy son? 

Antisti ophe 2. 

From Phoebus and all-seeing Jove 
Nought can be hid of actions here below ; 

But earthly propliets may deceitful prove. 

And little moie than other moitals know • 

Though much in wisdom man doth man excel, 

In nil that 's human erior still mustdw'ell , 

Could ho commit the bloody deed, 

AS’ho fiom the Sphinx our city fieed ^ 

Oh, no ’ he neier shed the guiltless blood j 

Tlie Sphjnx declaies him wise, and innocent, and good 

[Exmnf, 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. 

Okeon, Ohohus 

Oreon. 0 citizens • Tvitli grief I hear your king 
Hath blasted the fair fame of guiltless Cieon 1 
And most unjustly biands me mth a crime 
My soul abhoi's : whilst desolation spreads 
On every side, and universal nun 
Hangs o’er the land, if I in word or deed 
Could join to swell the woes of hapless Thebes^ 

I were unworthy — nay, I would not wish— 

To live anothei day alas ' my fnends, 

Thus to be deemed a traitor to my countiy, 

To 3 ’on my fellow- citizens, to all 
That heal me, ’tis infam}' and shame; 

I cannot, will not bear it. 

OnoR. ’Twas th’ effect 

Of sudden anger only — ^what he said 
But could not think. 

Oreon. "Who told him I suborned 

The prophet to speak falsely ^ "Wliat could laise 
This nle suspicion ? 

Chor. Such he had, but u hence 

I know not. 

Oreon. Talked he thus ivith firm coinposuie 
And confidence of mind ? 

Ohor I cannot say , 

’Tis not for me to know the thoughts of kingsr, 

Or judge theii’ actions 1 But behold 1 he comes. 

Scene II. 

CEdipus, Creon, Chorus 

CElni Ha ! Cieon here 1 And dar’st thou thus 
approach 

My palace, thou who woiildst have miirdeied me, 
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And ta en my kingdom 1 By the gods I ask thee , 
Answei me, tiaitor, didst thou think me fool. 

Or cow aid, that 'I could not see tliy art-*, 

Oi had not stiength to vanqvush them 1 What madness, 
What stiange infatuation led thee on, 

Without or force or friends, to grasp at empire, 

Which only their united force can give? 

What w ei t thou doing ? 

Cimox Heai what I shall aiisw er, 

Then judge impartial. 

(Edi Thou canst talk it ivell, 

But I shall ne’er attend to thee ; thy gmlt 
Is plain , tJiou art my deadhest foe, 

Creox. But hear 


What I shall urge. 

CEdt Say not thon art innocent. 

Creox If sclf-opinion void of reason seem 
Conviction to thee, know, thou err’st most giossly 
CEdi And thou more grossly, if thou thinkst to jiass 
Unpunished for this injury to thy fnend 
f*RCoy I should not, ivere I guilty, but w'hat ciime 
3ia\e 1 committed ? Toll me 
Cim. Weit not thou 

The man who uiged me to require the aid 
Of yoiu all-knowing piophef* 

CuEON Tiue, I w'av, 

1 thd peiMiade ) ou , so I would again 

<Edi How long is it since Lams 

(.‘nLO>, ^ Laius ’ 

(Edi Since L,uus iell by hands unknown'? 

Ckeox 

Long tiact of ^eais 

Was this Tuesias tlien 

A prophet 1 

Oreon’ Ay, in wisdom and in fame 
As now excelling 

Did he then say aught 

ConceiTiing mo * 

CiiEox ^ ^ I nevoi heard he did 

Toiiclnng this miudei, did you ne’er inquiie 
>' ho were the anthoi s ? ^ 


What^ 


A long, 
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Crcon. Jjoubtlcss; but in Mun 

CEdi. "Why did not this same imophet Iheu inform \ ou 
Oreon I know not that, and when I’m ignonint * 
I’m always silent. 

CEdi. What concei ns thj self 

At least thou knowst, and theiefoie shouldbt deolaic it 
Creon. What IS it ? Speak, and if 'tis in my powci, 
I’ll answer thee. 

CEdi Thou knowst, if this TireMas 

Had not combined mtli thee, he would not thus 
Accuse me as the miuderer of Laius 

Oreon What he declaies, thou best canst tell * of me, 
What thou lequirest, myself am jct to leain 

CEdi Go, learn it then , but ne’oi shalt thou disco\ cr, 
That (Edipus is guilty. 

Creon. Ai’t not thou 

My sister’s husband ? 

(Edi Granted. 

Creon. Joined uitli her, 

Thou lul’st o’ei Thebes 

CEdi ’Tis line, and all she a'-hs 

Most fieely do I give her. 

Creon Is not Ci con 

In honour next to 3 ou ^ 

Q 3 di Thou ait, and Iheiefon* 

The 11101 0 ungi-atcful. 

CiiEOK Heal uhnt 1 shill ph.ul 

And thou wilt nevci think so 'Jell me pnim*, 

Is theio a man aiIio would pi'ofei a tin one, 

With all its dangeis, to an equal rink 
In peace .and safet) ? I am not of tliosi* 

Who choose the n.amo of king beforc the j'owti , 

Fools onl^' make such u I'.hcs ; I hai e all 
From thee, and fe.aile'.s I cnjoi' it all 
Had I the sceptic, often must 1 art 
Against my mil Know then, 1 am not yot 
So void of sense and rea®'on ns to ijuit 
A real ’vantage for a seeming good 
Am I not happy, am I noi rc\ eml. 

Embraced, and loved bj all 1 To me they tv.me 
Who nant tliy f ivour. and by me stvjimx U * 
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■What then should Oreon wish for; shall he leave 
All this for empire ? Bad desmes coirupt 
The fairest mind I never entertained 
A thought so Vile, nor would I lend my aid 
To f 01 ward such base purposes But go 
To Delphos, ask the sacred oracle 
If I have spoke the truth ; if there you find 
That with the prophet I conspmed, destioy 
The guilty Oreon ; not thy voice alone 
Shall then condemn me, for myself will join 
In the just sentence. But accuse me not 
On weak suspicion’s most unceitain test 
Justice would never call the wicked good, 

Or brand fair virtue with the name of vice. 

Unmerited ; to cast away a friend, 

Faithful and just, is to deprive ourselves 
Of hfe and being, which we hold most dear : 

But time and time alone revealeth all ; 

That only shoivs the good man’s excellence ; 

A day sufficeth to unmask the wicked. 

Ohob 0 king * his caution merits youi’ regaid j 
Who judge in haste do seldom judge aright 
CBdi When they are quick who plot against my life, 
’Tis fit I should be quick in my defence ; 

If I am tame and silent, all they ivish 
Will soon be done, and CEdipus must fall. 

Cheox. What wouldst thou have’ my banishment ’ 

^ Thv death. 

Cbeost But fiist inform me wherefoie I should die 
CEdi. Dost thou rebel then ? Wilt thou not submit’ 
Onroir. IsTot when I see thee thus deceived. 

T A f 1 

1 should defend my own. 

Obeox And so should I, 

CEdi Tliou art a traitor. 

Creon. What if it sliould prove 

X am not so. * 

®ni. A king must bo obeyed. 

Gbeoit, ISTot if Ins oideis are uniust 

Octeensl ,0 Theta I 
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Obeon. I too can call on Thebes , 

She is my country 

Oh I no more, my loicls \ 
For see, J ocasta comes in happiest hour 
To end your contest. 
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Sccra III. 

JoCASTA, GkEON, CEdIPIS, CllOBUfe. 

Joe. Whence this sudden tumult ? 

O princes ' Is this \\ ell, at such a tune 
With idle hi oils to multiplj’ the woe^ 

Of ivi etched Thebes? Home, home foi shame ’ noi 
thus 

With private ipiaiiels suell the ptiblie imn. 

CREO^^ Sister, thy husband hath mo>-t basely n‘iO«l 
me, 

lie thieatens me uith banishment oi death 
QSdi I do confess it , for he did cou‘«2mi o 
W ith lule and incked aits against my life 

Grlon Oh ' may I neier pio'^jiei, but acciused, 
TJnpitied, peiish if I ever did. 

Joe Believe him, Q^dijms j leveie the gods 
Whom he contests, if thou dost love Joca^sta ; 

Thy subjects beg it of thee. 

Ohor. Hear, 0 king ' 

Considei, wo entreat thee. 

QUdi Wliat u ouldst have 1 

Think 3011 I’ll e’er submit to him? 

Chou, Bovoic 

His character, his oath, both pleading foi him. 

CEni. But know j'oii what lou ask^ ^ 

CnoR. We do. 

CEdi. d 

CiioR. Wo ask thee to beheie a ffuiHles*? fnend, 
jSToi cast him foith di^shonouiod tliu< on slight 
Susjacions weak .suimise 

(Eni licfpicsting thi'-, 

You do loquest m3* bani‘'hnicnt, 01 death 
Chou. Ko^ byjouleadei of thehfivenl} boat, 
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Th’ immoital sun, 1 had not such a thought ; 

I only felt for Thebes’ distressful state, 

And would not have it hy domestic strife 
Embittered thus. 

(Edi. Why, let him then depart : 

If CEdipus must die, or leave his country 
For shameful exile, be it so j I yield 
To thy request, not his ; for hateful still 
Shall Creon ever be 

Cbeox Thy stubborn soul 

Bends with I’eluctance, and when anger fiies it 
Is tenable , but natures formed like thine 
Aie their own punishment 
(Edi Wilt thou not hence 1 

Wilt not begone ? 

Cbeox I go ; thou knowst me not , 

But these will do me 3 ustice. \Ex%t C'beox. 


1 Scene IV. 

JocASTA, CEdipus, Chobus. 

Ciion Piincess, now 

Peisuade him to retiie 

Jor First, let me know 

The cause of this dissension 
^ C'lion ^ From reports 

Uneeit-nin, and suspicions most injurious. 

The qiniiel rose 

Was th’ accusation mutuaH 

CiioK. It Mas 

Joe. What followed then ? 

Cnon jjjg jjQ more : 

Enough s aheady known , we ’ll not repeat 
J lie u oes of hapless Thebes 

T . You are all blind, 

J n‘'Ciisible, unjust , you love me not, 

A et boast } oui piety 
Ciion I gai (3 before, 

1 tLat not to love my lung 
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35 ’cn ns inysolf, votilcl inaik mo foi Uie woisfc 
Of men. Foi’ iliou tbdfefc san 0 expiring Tliebes. 

Oh ! nse once moic, jirotoct, iireseive thy coimiiy ' 

Joe. 0 Icing * infoim mo, whence this sti’ange dissen- 
sion 7 

Q1.DI I'll tell thee, my Joc.s&ta, for thou knowsfc ' 

The loiel hoar thee, u hat this wicked Cieon 
Did ai tfulJy devise ag.iinst me. 

J oc Speak it, 

Ef he indeed be guiUy 
CBm. Cl con .says 

That I did muidor Dams 

Joe. Spake ho this 

As knouuig it himself, 01 fiom .anothei ? 

QSor. lie had snboiiied that enl-woikmg piiest, 

And sharpens evoiy tongue against his king 
Joe. Let not a fear peiplcx thee, CEdipu.s, 

Moitals know nothing of futuntj’^, 

And those proidiutic seeis are all impostors , 

I’ll piovo it to thee. Know then, T^ius once, 

Not from Apollo, but his priests, received 
An oracle, which said it u as decreed 
He shoulcl be .slain by his own son, the oflspiing 
Of Lams and Jocasta Yet he fell 
By slmngei’s, miudered, for so fame lopoits, 

By lobbers, in the place wheio thiee ways meet 
A son was born, but 01 e tin eo days bad passed 
The infant’s feet weie boied A servant took 
And loft him on the pathless mountain’s top, 

To perish theie Tims Phoebus ne’er decreed 
Tliab he should kill Jus fathei , or that Lams, 

Which much he feaied, should by lus son be slam 

Such is the ti nth of oracles Hencefoi’th 

Regard them not. What heaven ivould hare us know', 

It can with ease unfold, and will leveal it 
(Edi What thou hast said, Jocasta, much disturbs 
me, 

I tremble at it. 

Joc Wherefore sbonldst thou fear 7 

CEni Methougbt Pheard thee say, Lams was slam 
Wlieie three wajs meet. 
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’Twas so reported then, 


Joe. 

And is so still. • n j. » 

(Edi. Where happened the misfortune » 

Joe In Biocis, where the roads unite that lead 

To Delphi and to Daulia. ^ 

(Ejji, How long since ? 

Joe A little lime ere you began to reign 
O’er Thebes, we heard it. 

(Edj 0 almighty Jove ' 

What ivilt thou do with me % 

Jqp Why tallest thou thus V 

(Edi Ask me no more , but tell me of this Dai us . 
What was his age and statiue'* 

Joe Hew.nstall, 

Ills bans just tmning to the silver hue , 

Ills foim not much unlike thy own. 

(Edi 0 me I 

Bme 1 have called down curses on myself 
Unknowing 

Joe. Ha > what sayst thou, (Edipus 1 

I txemble whilst I look on thee. 

(Edi. Oh ! much 

1 fear the prophet saw too well ; but say, 

One thing will make it clear. 

Joe. I dread to hear it j 

Yet speak, and I will tell thee. 

CEdi. Went he forth 

With few attendants, or a numeioiis tram, 

In kingly pomp I 

Joe. They were but five in all, 

Tlio herald ivith them ; but one clianot there, 

Which canied Laius. 

Oh ' 'tis but too plain 
Who bi ought the neus? 

J 00 . A seiwant, who alone 

Escaped ^^lth hfe. 

That servant, is he here 1 
d oc. Oh no I Ills master slam, when he returned 
And saw thee on the tin one of Thebes, with prayer 
j^fost earnest he besceched me to diRrmss him, 

That he might leave this city, where he wished 
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No longer to be seen, but to retiie, 

And feed my flocks ; I gi anted Ins request, 

!For that and more liis honest services 
Had meiited. 

CEdi. I beg he may be sent for 

Immediately, 

Joo. He shall; but wherefoie is it * 

CEdi. I fear thou 'st said too much, and theiefore insh 
To see him. ' 

0 00 . Ho shall come ; but, 0 my lord i 

Am I not worthy to be told the cause 
Of this distress 1 

CEdi. Thou art, and I ■will tell thee , 

Thou art my hope— to whom should I impait 
]\Iy sonows, but to thee ? Know then, Jocasta, 

I am the son of Polybus, who reigns 
A.t Oorinth, and the Honan Meiope 
His queen ; there long I held the foremost lank, 
Honomed and happy, when a strange event 
«(For strange it was, though httle meiiting 
The deep concern J felt) alarmed me much : 

A drunlcen reveller at a feast proclaimed 
That I was only the supposed son 
Of Corinth's lung. Scarce could I beai that day 
'The vile reproach. The next, I sought my parents 
And asked of them the tnitli; they too, eniaged, 
Pesented much the base indignity 
I liked their tender wannth, but still I felt 
A secret anguish, and, unknown to them, 

•Sought out the Pythian oi’acle. In vain. 

Touching my parents nothmg could I leain ; 

But dieadful ueie the miseiies it denounced 
Against me. ’Twas my fate, Apollo said, 

To wed my mother, to produce a race 
Accursed and abhoiied ; and last, to slay 
My father who begat me. Sad decree 
Lest I should e’er fulfil the dire piediction. 

Instant I fled fiom Corinth, b 3 ’' the stais 
Guiding my hapless journey to the place 
Wheie thou lepoit’st this wi etched king iias slain 
But I will tell thee the whole tiutli. At length 
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1 came to where the thtce waysjiieet, \vh( h, \(i, 

A hcxald, with another man hhe !»im 

Whom thou det-enhst, and in a chaiint. tml «>**» 

Both sUove with ^ lolenrc (o dnie nn* h e h ; 

Emaged, I stiuck the chanulf f>r. ulan *<tt u'ght, 

As I advanced, the old man *>.»«, and tv.ai* 

Smote me o’ th’ licud, lad deaily ‘><v)n Tej»ud 
The insult on me , fiom hm eluinot iolh*d 
Pi one on the caitli, hencath uin f*|l, 

And instantly e^pncd ’ Th' alfendant train 
All shaied hw fate Jf this unh'»j«py si i anger 
And Laius bo the same, )i\i s theix* a v n‘t< h 
So cm sod, so hateful to the a*? 1 »in 1 
Noi citi/cn nor alien must ix*tei\e, 

Or com Oise, or coimnuinoii hold with me, 

But drive mo foith with infamy and ‘•Innie 
The dreadful cm sc piououueed with nu own hp^ 
Shall soon o’citahe me I lm\e htaimal the bed 
Of him A\hom I had imudeied , am I then 
Aught but pollution ? If I fly fiom lienee, 

The bed of incest meets me, and I go 
To slay my f.ithci Pohhus the lio^t. 

The tendeiest paienl * This must be the woih 
Of some malignant powei Ye ngbteous g<vl‘ ’ 

Let mo not see that d.v\, lint lesl m ileilh. 

K.ithoi than sullei such ealamUs 

Ciioii Okiiig' we pit} iby di*.lre's. but w m 
With patience Ins annul, and de-j*.ur not. 

OEdi Thatshephcid is in} onh hope* d.HvjsJa. 
Would he weie here * 

Joe Suppose ho wcie; what ileni I 

What w ouldbt thou do 1 


riHellthee* if hoMU^n 
Tile same as thou dost, I am safe and gmUlts> 

J oc What said I, then ^ 

CEdi, Thou saidst he did 1X1)01 t 

Lams was slam by robbere , if ’tis tnio 
He fell by numbers, I am innocent, 

Poi I was unattended , if but one 
Attacked and slew him, doubtless I am he. 
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Joe. Be satisfied it must be as he fiist 
Bepoi'ted it ^ he cannot change the tale 
Kot I alone, but the whole city hoard it. 

Or giant he should the oracle was ne’er 
Faltilled , for Phoebus said, Jocasta’s son 
Should slay his father. That could never be ; 

For, oh ' J ocasta’s son long since is dead 
He could not muider Laius , theiefore never 
"Will I attend to piophecies again 

OEdi Bight, my Jocasta , but, I beg thee, send 
And fetch this shepheid , do not fail. 

Joo. luill 

This moment , come, my lord, let us go in 
I null do notlung but what pleases thee. [Rueimi. 


Scene Y 
Chokes 

♦ 

St)02yhe r 

Giant me henceforth, ye poweis divine, 

In viituc’s puiest paths to tread i 
111 eieiy woid, in eveiy deed 
3 Iay sanctity of manneis evci .shine ' 

Obedient to the laws of Jove, 

The lavs descended fiom aho\c, 

Which, not Jilce those by feeble moitals given, 
Bulled in claik oblivion he, 

Or woin by time decay, and die, 

But bloom 'eternal like tbeir native heaven ' 

Anitsiroj)/ie i. 

Pride first gave biitb to tyianny • 

That hateful vice, insultiug piide. 

When, every human powei defied, 

She lift;? to glory’s height hei votaiy , 

Soon stumbling, fiom her totleiing tin one 
She tlnows the vietched vuctim doun. 
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But may the god indulgent hear my prayer, 

That god whom humbly I adore, 

Oh * may he smile on Thebes once more, 

And take its wetched monardi to hie care I 

/yfrop/ie 2. 

Pensh the impious and profane, 

Who, void of I'everential fear, 

Nor justice nor the laws revere, 

Who leave their god for pleasure or for gain ! 

Who swell by fraud their lU-got store, 

Who rob the wretched and the poor * 

If vice unpunished virtue’s meed obtain. 

Who shall refrain the impetuous soul. 

The rebel passions who control. 

Or wherefore do I lead this choral train ? 

Antistrophe 2. 

No more to Delphi’s sacred shrine 

Need we with incense now repair,'* 

No more shall Phocis hear our prayer. 

Nor fau’ Olympia see her rites divine, 

If oracles no longer prove 

The power of Phoebus and of Jove. 

Great lord of all, from thy eternal throne 
Behold, how impious men defame 
Thy loved Apollo’s honoured name ; 

Oh * guard his rights, and vindicate thy own. [Exeimt. 


ACT lY. 

Scene L 
JooASTA, Chorus. 

JocmA. Sages and rulers of the land, I come 
^ ^ek the altars of the gods, and there 
Witli luconso aud oMations to appeaso 
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^ Offended Heaven. My CEdipiis, alas ' 

Ho longer •wise and prudent, as yod all 
Remember once be was, ^vltll piesent tilings 
Compares the past, noi judges like bimsclf , 
TJnnumbei’ed cai'es perplex his anxious mind. 
And eveiy tale awakes new teiTors in him , 
"Vain IS my counsel, for he heais me not. 
First, then, to thee, 0 Phmbus > for thou still 
. Art near to help the wi etched, we apjieal, 
And suppliant beg thee now to giant thy aid 
Propitious; deep is oiu distiess; foi, oh ' 

We see our pilot sinking at the helm, 

And much already fear the vessel lost. 


.Scene JL 

.Shepherd froji Corinth, Joc^sta, C'horfs. 

Shep. Can you instinct me, slraiigei's, whicli way 
lies 

The palace of king CEdipus ; himself 
I would most gladly see. Can you infoi m mo ? 

CnoR. This IS the jialnce, he is now within; 

Thou seest his queen before thee. 

Shep. Evei blest 

And happy with the happy mai'.st thou live’ 

Joe Stranger, the same good wish to thee, foi well 
Thy woids deseive it ; but say, wheieforo coinVf ihou. 
And what’s thy news ^ , 

Shep. To thee, and to th}- hu'-baiui, 

Pleasni’e and joy . , , . » . 

Joe. What pleasui o ’ .f\ iid w hence ni t i heu 1 

SntP Piom Corinth To be hnof, I bnng thn- 
tidings 

Of good and c\ il. 

Joe. Hal what me 111 fh% wt»iJ>. 

Ambiguous } 

Shlp. Know’ then, if import saj liue 
The Isthmian peojilo will choose QEdijius 
Tlieir fcovei’eigii. 
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Joe Is not Polybus then Idng 1 

Shep. ^To, Polybus IS dead. . .i o 7 

Jqj, What sayst thou ’ Dead f 

SiiEP. If I speak falsely, may death seue on me > 

Joe [to ons of her Atteijdants]. Why lliest thou not 
to tell thy mastei’’* Hence ' 

What aie you now, you oiacles divine 1 ^ 

Wheie IS your tiuth t The fearful QSdipus 
Piom Coiinth fled, le&t he should slay the king, 

This Polybus, who peiished, not by him, 

But by the hand of Heaven 


Scene III. 

CEdipus, Jocasta, SnEPiiEnD, Chorus. 

CEdi. My dear Jocasta, 

Why hast thou called me hither 1 

Joe Hear this man, 

And when thou hearst him, mark what faith is due 
To your levered oiacles. 

CEdi Who is he 1 

And what doth he repoi t ? 

Joe He comes fioin Ooiiiiih, 

And says thy father Polj bus is dead 

CEdi What sayst thou, sti anger? Speak to me — oh 1 
speak ’ 

SiiEP If touciang this Ihoii hrst de&ir’st my ansu ei , 
Know, he is dead. 

C5di. How died he ? Say, by tieason, 

Or some disease ? 

^Shep Alas' ahfctlefoiee 

Will lay to rest the weary limbs of age 
CEdi Distompei then did kill him 1 
Shep Tliat in part, 

Aim part a length of years that wore him down - 
CEdi How, my J ocasta, who shall henceforth ti ust 
io prophecies, and feeers, and clamorous birds 
With then vain omens— they who had decreed 
ihat I should kill my father. He thou seest 
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Beneath the eaithhes bnned, ^\hllst I li\e 
In safety heie and guiltless of hi^ blood 
Unless perhaps soiaow for loss of iiic 
Shortened his da 3 '’s, tlius only could I kill 
My father. But he’s gone, and to the shaues 
Hath cariied with him those vain oiacles 
Of fancied ills, no longer woith m\ caie. 

J 00 Did I not say it would be thus ? 

GEdi Thou dld^l ; 

But I was full of feais. 

Joo Houceforth, no inoio 

Indulge them 

QLdi But my mothei’s bed — that still 

Mtist be avoided I must fly from that 
J 00 Why should man feai , whom chance, and chance 
alone, 

Doth ever rule ? Poielcnon ledge, all is vain, 

And can deteimmo nothing Theiefoie best 
It is to live as fancy leads, at large, 

Unciubed, and only subject to oiu uill 
Fear not thy mother’s bed Oftimes in dieains 
Have men committed incest But his life 
Will ever be most happj' who contemns 
Such idle phantoms. 

OBdi Thou M ei 1 1 ight, Jocast.i, 

Did not my mother live But as it is, 

Spile of thy woid*?, I must be aiiMOiis still 
Joe Think on tlij’ fathel’^ death , it is a light 
To guide thee hcie 

OilDi. It IS so Yet J fear 

Whilst she sun ives him 
Shep Wlio is it y»u nu in } 

What noman fear I'ou ? 

OEm yrei'ojii*, the vife 

Of Polybus 

SriEP And vhciofoieft u }on ho ! 

QSdi Kiion, .stiangoi, a most dicidful oi uh 
Conceiiung hei afiiights mo 
fsimc i\ J 1 itou i* , 

Oi must it ho lovoaled to noiio but the**? ^ ^ 

tCni Oh no ! 1 11 tel! 1 hc»'. 3’h-» bus J. ,th < .s . i . . 
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Joe. Is not Polybus tlieii king ^ 

Shep. Ho , Polybus is dead „ 1 « 

Jqp What sayst thou ’ Dead { 

SiiEP If I speak falsely, may death seize on me ' 

Joe [to one of her Attendants]. Why fliost thou not 
to tell thy master ^ Hence ' 

What aie you now, you oracles divine ’ 

Where is youi truth 1 The feaiful GEdipus 
Piom Coimth fled, lest he should slay the king. 

This Polybus, who peiished, not by him, 

But by the hand of Heaven 


Scene III 

CEdipus, Jocasta, Shepherd, Chorus. 

(Edi My dear Jocasta, 

Why hast thou called me hither 1 

Joe. Hear this man, 

And when thou hearst him, mark what faith is due 
To your revered oracles 

(Edi Who is he ? 

And what doth he report ? 

Joe He comes fiom Coiinlh, 

And says thy father Poly bus is dead 

(Edi. What sayst thou, stiangei Speak to me — oh * 
speak I 

SiiEP If toucliiug this thou firht desir’st my answer. 
Know', he is dead. 

®ni. How’diedhe? Say, by tieasoii, 

Or some disease * 

Shep. Alas ' a little force 

Will lay to rest the weaiy limbs of age 
(Edi. Distempei then did lull him ? 

A . That in part, 

And part a length of years that W’oio him down - 

(Edi How, my Jocasta, who shall liencefoith trust 
^ piophecies, and seers, and clamoious birds 
ith then yam omens— they who had decreed 
J-hat I should kill my father He thou seest 
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Beneath the eaithhes bnned, nliilsfc I hve 
In safety heie and giultless of ln§ blood . 

Unless peihaps sonow for loss of me 
Shortened Ins days, thus onl}' could I hill 
My fathei. But he’s gone, and to the shades 
Hath carried uith him those ram omcles 
Of fancied lUs, no longer worth mv care 
J 00 Did I not say it u ould be thus 1 
QEdi. Thou didst; 

But I was full of feare. 

Joe Hencefoith, no moio 

Indulge them 

CEdi. But my mothci’s bed — ^Ihat still 

Must be avoided I must fly from that 

Joe Why should man feai, whom chance, and chance 
alone. 

Doth ever rule Foieknowledge, all is vain. 

And can deteimine nothing Theiefore best 
It is to live as fancy leads, at large, 

Uncuibed, and only subject to oui ivill 
Fear not thy motliei’s'bed Oftimes in dieams 
Have men committed incest But his life 
Will ever be most happy who contemns 
Such idle phantoms 

(Em Thou wert light Jocasta, 

Did not my mother hve. But as it l^, 

Spite of thy woids, I must be an\ious still 
Joe Think on thy fathei ’s death , it is a light 
To guide thee hcie 

(Em. It IS so Yet I feai 

Whilst she suivivcs hun 
>Shep "VN'ho it \ou me.in ? 

Wliat u Oman fear } ou ^ 

(Em Meropc, the i\ ife 

Of Folybus 

SfiEP And wheiefoie fe.u ^ou liei ? 

CEdi Know, sti anger, .1 mO'?t dieadful oniole 
Concerning liei nfliights mo 

giiEP I know it, 

Oi must It be levcalod to none but thee? 

(Em Oh no ' I il toll thee Pha'buc ]j itJi <ic\lirnl 



CEDIPUS TYRANNUS. 


That CEdipus should stain his mother’s bed, 

And dip his hands in his own father’s blood; 

Wherefoie I fled from Corinth, and lived here,. 

In happiness indeed But still thou knowst 
It is a blessing to behold our parents, 

And that I had not, 

SiiEP. , Was it for this cause 

Thou wert an exile then 1 

(Edi. It was. I feared 

That I might one day prove my father’s murdeier 
Shbp. Wliat if I come, 0 king • to banish hence 
Thy terrors, and restore" thy peace ? 

®Dr. Oh stranger* 

Couldst thou do this, I would reward thee nobly. " 
Shep. Know then, for this I came. I came to seive. 
And make thee happy. 

CEdi. But I will not go 

Back to my parents 

Shbp. Son, I see thou knmvst not 

What thou art doing 

CBdi. Wherefoie thinkst thou so'? 

By heaven I beg thee then do thou instruct me 

Shbp. If thou didst fly from Oonnth for this cause—— 
CEdi. Apollo’s dire predictions still aflfnght me. 

Shbp Bearst thou pollution from thy parents 1 

That 

And that alone I dread. * 

^HEP ^ Thy fears are vain 

CEdi Not if they are my patents. 

Shep Polybus 

Was not akin to thee. 

What sayst thou 1 Speak 
Say, was not Polybus my father ? 

SllEP . 

Ko moie than he is mine 

, Why call me then 

His son? 

Shbp. Because long since I gave thee to him— 
Jl^id receive thee from these hands. 

T d f 

And could he love anothei’s child so weU?^ ^ 
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Shep. He had no children ] that persuaded him 
To take and keep thee. 

^ Didst thou buy me, then, 

Or am I thine, and must I call thee father ? 

SiiEP. I found thee in Cithseron’s woody vale. 

QUm, What brought thee there* 

Shep. I came to feed my flocks 

On the green mountain’s side. 

* It seems thou wert 

A wandering shepherd. 

Shep. Thy deliverer j 

I saved thee from destruction. 

CEdi. How 1 What then 

Had happened to me ? 

Shep. Thy on n leet w ill best 

Inform thee of th.it cu’cumstance. 

OEnt Alas ! 

AVh)'^ aalkt thou to lemembrance a raisfoiiime 
Of so long date 1 

SiiEP 'Twas 1 nho loosed the tendons 

Of thy bored feet. 

CEdi. It seems in infauc;^ 

I sufieied much, then. 

SiiEP. To this incident 

Thou ow’st thy name. 

CEdi. My father, 01 my mother. 

Who did it 1 Knowst thou ? 

Shep. He who gave thee to me 

Must tell thee'that. 

CEdi Then from another’s hand 

Thou didst receive me. 

Shep. Ayj another shepherd. 

CEdi. Whe was he ? Canst thou recollect ? f 

Shep. ^ 'Tans one, 

At least so called, of Lahis’ family. 

, CEdi. Lams, vlio ruled at Thebes? 

Shep The same , this man 

Was shepherd to King Laius. 

CEdi. Lives he still? 

And could I see him ? 

Shep [pointing to the Ohoeus]. Some of these perhaps, 
TTis countiymen, may give you iidojraatiou 
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CEdi [to the Ohobus] Oh ' speak, my friends, if any of 

you know . 

Tins shepheid , whether still he lives at Thehes, 

Or in some neighbouring country. Tell me quick, 

For it concerns us neai 

CiioB. Ill ni^st he he 

Whom thou didst lately send foi , but the queen 
Can best inform thee 

CEdi. Knowst thou, my Jocasta, 

Whether the man whom thou didst order hither, 

And whom the shephei d speaks of, be the same ? 

Joe Whom meant he 2 for I know not CEdipus, 
Tliuilv not so deeply of this thing. 

CEdi Oood heaven ' 

Foibid, Jocasta, I should now neglect 
To clear my birth, when thus the path is maiked 


And open, to me 

Joe Do not, by the gods 

I beg thee, do not, if thy life be dear. 

Make further search, for I have felt enough 
Already from it 

CEdi Rest thou satisfied , 

Were I descended from a lace of slaves, 

’Twonld not dishonour thee 

Joe Yet hear me , do not. 

Once more I beg thee, do not seaich this matter. 

CEdi I will not be peisuaded. I must search 
And find it too 

loo I know it best, and best 

Advi-ae thee. 

® ni That advice perplexes more 

Joe Oh * would to heaven that thou mayst never know 
Oi who, or wlience thou ait ^ 

(Edi [^0 Attekdakts] Let some one fetch 
That shepheid quick, and leave tins woman here 
To glory in her liigh descent 

Joe Alas! 

Unhappy (Edipus » that woid alone 
I now can . remember ’tis mv last. 


[Hunt Jocasta. 
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SCEKE IV. 

CEdipus, Chorus. 

OhoR Why fled the queen in such cUsoidev heuce ? 
Sorely distressed she seemed, and much I fear 
Her silence bodes some sad event 
CEnr Wliate’or 

May come of that, I am resolved to know 
The secret of my buth, how mean soever 
It chance to prove. Peihajjs hei sev's piide 
May make her blush to find I was not boi n 
Of noble paients , but I call myself 
The son of fortune, my indulgent mother, 

Whom I shall never be ashamed to own 

The kindred months that are like me, her children, 

The years that loll obedient to her mil, 

- Have mised me from the lowest state to power 
And splendour Wheiefoie, being nhat I am, 

I need not fear the knowledge of my bhth. 


Scene V. 

Chorus. 

Strophe 

If my prophetic soul doth veil divine. 

Ere on thj bicw to-moiiovv s sun shall ‘>hine, 
Citlm’on, thon the inysieiy sh.vlt unfold 
The doubtful CEdipus, no loiigci blind, ^ 

Shall soon his counti'i and his father find 
And all the story of his bn Ih bo tojd 
Then shall no in grateful l.iv s 
Celcbmlc oui monaieli s pnirt. 

And in the spiightly dance om song-'lriumjdi.'ul 


Cft 
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Antisti ofpliQ. 

What heavenly power gave birth to thee, 0 Icing ' 
From Pan, the god of mountains, didst thou spring, 
With some fair daughter of Apollo 3 oined j 
Alt thou from him who o’er Oyllene reigns, 

Sivift Hermes, sporting in Arcadia’s plains^ 

Some nymph of Helicon did Bacchus find — 
Bacchus, who delights to rove 
Through the forest, hdl and grove — 

And art thou, prince, the ofispring of their love 1 


. Scene YI. 

rEntPUs. Choiu^s, SiiEPumm ruoM Coiuvj’h, 

(Edi. If T may judge of one nhom } el T ne’ci 
Had converse with, 3 ’ou old man. whom I sec 
Tins way advancing, must be that same slieplicvd 
We lately sent for, by lus age and mien, 

E’en as this stranger did describe him to us; 

My seivants too aie with him. But you best 
Can say, for j'ou must know him uell. 

^'hor 'Tis he, 

My loi d , the faithful shepherd of King Laius. 

CEdi \tQ the SncpHERD/j om Cm mt/i.]. What sayst 
thou, stranger 1 — is it he 1 
Shep. It is. 


Scene YII. 

Old Shepherd, CEdipus, Shepherd from Oorinti 

Chorus. 

CEdi. How answer me, old man; look this way- 
speak; . 

Didst thou belong to Laius ? 

Old Shep, I . 

Ho hireling slave, but in his palace bred/ 

I served him long. 
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CEdx "What was thy business fcheie^ 

Old SiiEp, For my life’s bettei paifc I tended sheep, 
OBdi. And whither didst thou lead them ? 

Old Shep. ^ To Githreion. 

And to the neighbouring plains 

®Dr. ^ Behold this man : 

[pointing to the SnEPiiEnn 0 / Coiinth 
Dost thou remember to have seen him * 

Old Shep. Whom ? 

What hath he done 1 

CEdi. Him, who now stands before thee, 

Callst thou to mind, or converse or connection 
Between you in times past ? 

Old Shep. I cannot say 

I recollect it now 

Shep. of Corinth I do not wonder 
He should forget me, but I mil lecall 
Some facts of ancient date He must remember 
When on Oithseion we together fed 
Our seveial flocks, in daily converse joined 
From spiing to autumn, and v hen winter bleaK 
Appioached, xetiied. I to my little cot 
Conveyed my sheep , he to the palace led 
TTir fleecy caie Canst thou lemember this ? 

Old Shep. I do , but that is long, long since 
Shep. of Coj inih It is , 

But say, good shejiheid, canst thou call to muid 
An infant whom thou didst dehver to me, 

Requesting me to bleed bun as my ouu? 

Old Shep Ha • uherefoie askst thou this 1 
Shep q/* Coi mth [jiomttng to QSnirrs] Behold him 
heie. 

That very child 

Old Shep. Oh ’ say it not away ! 

Perdition on thee 1 

CEIdi Wlij' 1 epi 01 e him t bus ’ 

Thou ait thyself to blame, old man. 

Old Shep In v hat 

Am I to blame, my loid 1 
CEdi 

Touching this boy 


Thou mlt not ^iicak 
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Old Shep. Alas ’ poor man, lie knows not 
What he hath said 

CEdi If not by softer means 

To be persuaded, force shall wiing it fiom thee. 

Old Shep Tieat not an old man harshly. 

OEdi [^0 the Attendants] Bind his hands. 

Old Shep Wherefore, my lord ? What wouldst thou 
hate me dol 

CEdi. That child he talks of, didst thou give it to 
him? 

Old Shep I did ; and would to heaven I then had 
died 1 

(Edi Die soon thou shalt, unless thou tellst it all. 

Old Shep Say, rather if I do 
CEdi. This fellow means 

To trifle with us, by his dull delay. 

Old Shep. I do not , said I not I gave the child ? 

CEdi Whence came the boy ? Was he thy own, or who 
Did give him to thee ? 

Old Shep. From another hand 

I had leceived him 

CEdi Say, what hand ? Fiom whom ? 

Whence came he 

Old SnBP Do not — by the gods I beg thee, 

Do not inquhe 

CEdi Force me to ask again, 

And thou shalt die 

Old Shep In Lalus’ palace born 

CEdi Son of a slave, or of the king ? 

Old Shep Alas! 

'Tis death for me to speak 

And me to hear . 

Yet say it ^ 

Old Shep He was willed the son of Lams , 

But ask the queen, for she can best infoim thee. 

Q2 di Did she then give the child to thee ? 

Old Shep, <31,^ j., 

CEdi For •what'* 

Old Shep To kill him. 

. , Kill her child ' Inhuman 

And barbarous mother ^ 
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Old Shep. A due oiacle 

Affrighted, and constrained her to it 

(Edi. Ha I 

What oracle ? 

Old SnEP . Whicli said, her son should slay 
His parents. . . 

CEdi. Wheiefoie gavst thou then the infant 
To this old shepherd ? 

Old Shep Pity moved me to 'it * 

I hoped he ivould have soon conveyed his chaige 
To some fai distant country , he, alas ' 

Preserved him but for misery and woe, 

Poi, 0 my loid ' if thou indeed art he, 

Thou aiti of all mankind the most unhajipy 

QEdi 0 me 1 at length the mysteiy 's unravelled ; 
Tis plain, 'tis cleai , my fate is all deteimined 
Those aie my parents who should not have been 
Allied to me , she is my ivife, e’en she 
Whom Hature had forbidden me to wed , 

I have slain him u ho gave me life , and now 
Of thee, 0 light ' I take my last farewell, 

For CEdipus shall ne’er behold thee more. [Exeimt 


Scene VIII. 

CnoRDs, 

Btioflic I. 

0 hapless state of human lace * 

How quick the fleeting shadows pass 
Of tiansitoiy bliss below, 

Wheie all is lanit}’^ and woe ' 
thy example taught, 0 pnnce ' we see 
Man was not made foi true fehcitj 

Antistrojilic i. 

* Thou, OSdipus, beyond the rest 
Of mortals ueit suinemely blest; 
V^ioni eveiy hand conspired to raise, 
Whom every tongue lejmced to piaise, 
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men fiom tlie Sphinx thy all preserving hand 
Stretched forth its aid to save a suiking land. 

Siiophe 2. 

Tliy virtues raised thee to a throne, 

An ri grateful Thebes was all thy own ; 

Alas ' how changed that glorious name ! 
Lost are thy virtues and th} fame , 

How eouldst thou thus pollute thy father’s bed 1 
How eouldst thou thus thy hapless mother wedl 

Antisii opJie 2, 

How could that bed unconscious bear 
So long the vile incestuous pair 1 
But time, of quick and j)ieicing sight, 

Hath brought the horrid deed to light ; 

At length J ocasta ov ns her guilty flame, 

And finds a husband and a child the same. 

Epodr 

"Wi etched son of Laius, thee 
Henceforth may I never see, 

But absent shed the pious teai’, 

And weep thy fate with grief sincere < 

Por thou didst raise our eyes to life and light, 
To close them now in everlasting night. 


ACT y. 

Scene I. 

Messengeb, OnoBus. 

MEssEkGEfi» Sages of Thebes, most honoured 
revered, 

If e’er the house of Labdacus was dear 
-And preaous to you, what will be your gidef 
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I shall tell the jnosfc disastrous tale 
You eser licaid, and to your eyes inesent 
A spectacle moie dreadful than they yet 
3)id o’er behold not the •wide Danube’s waves 
Is or Phasis’ slieams can uasb away the stains 
Of tin*, polluted palace, the dire ciimes 
Long time concealed at length are brought to light , 
But those which spring fiom voluntary guilt 
Are sill] inoie dieadfnl. 

Ohou. Kothing can be noise 

Thau that no hnow already , biingst thou inoie 
Misfortunes to us? 

Mls To be biief, the queen, 

3)n mo Jocasta’s dead. 

CiiOR Jocastn dead ' Say, by what hand ? 

j\liiS Her own ; 

And what 's moic dieadful, no one saw the deed 
What I myself beheld you all shall hear 
1 nflamed inth ivigo, soon as she reached the palace. 
Instant I'etinng to the nuptial bed, 

She shut the door, then i-aved and toie her hnii, 

Called out on Lams dead, and bade linn tlnnk 
On that unhappy son nho inurdeied him 
And sttuned his bed, then turning her sad e 3 '’es 
Upon the guilty couch, she cursed the place 
Wheie she had borne a husband fiom hei husband, 

And childien fiom hei child , what followed then 
I know not, by the cues of CEdipus 
Pi evented, for on him our oyes weie fixed 
Attentive j foi th he came, beseeching us 
To lend him some shaip weajiou, and mfoim him 
Wheie he might find his mother and his wife. 

Ills children’s wietched mothei and his own 
. Some ill-designing ponei did then diiect huii 
(Foi we weie silent) to the queen’s apaitment, 

Forcing the bolt, he lUshed into the bed. 

And found J ocasta, whei e n e all beheld her. 

Entangled in the fata noose, which soon 
As he perceived, loosing the pendant lOpe, 

Deeply he gioaned, and casting on the ground 
His m etched body showed a piteous sight 
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To the beholdeis; on a sncklen, thence 
Starting, he plucked fiom off the robe she woio 
A golden buckle that adorned her side, 

And buned in his eyes the sharpened point, 

Crying, he ne’er again would look on her, 

Sever would see his ciimes or miseries moie. 

Or those whom guiltless he could ne'er behold, 

Or those to whom he now must sue for aid. 

His lifted eyelids then, repeating still 
These dreadful plaints, he tore , whilst down his cheek 
Fell shoivers of blood • Such fate the w'retched pair 
Sustained, paitakeis in calamity, 

Fallen from a state of happiness (for none 
Weie happier once than the}) to gioans and death, 
Repioach and shame, and eieiy human w'oe 

CiioR And wheie is noiv the pool unha}»pv man ^ 
Mns. Open the doois, he cries, and let all Thebes 
Behold his parents’ muideier, adding woids 
Not to be uttered , banished now, he says, 

He must be, nor, devoted as he is 
By his own curse, lemain in this sad place, 
lie wants a kind conductor and a friend 
To help him now, for ’tis too much to bear 
But you will see him soon, for lo ’ the doois 
Aie opened, and you will lieliold a sight 
That ivould to pity moie his deadliest foe. 


ScL>c n 

CEdipus, jMesseisger, Chorus 

CiroK, Oh t horiid sight ' more dreadful spectacle 
J han eer these eyes beheld ' wdiat msidness uigcd thee 
lo this sad deed ^ What power malignant heaped 
Un thy pool head such complicated w oe 1 
Unhappy man, alas » I would have held 
Some converse with thee, but thy looks ailnght me : 

I cannot lieai to speak to thee 

CEm O mo I 

m :;: it, ^ 
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Oiion Changed to mibery, 

Dieadful to hear, and dieadful to behold 

QSdi, 0 ciuel darkness ' endless, hopeless night, 
Shame, tenors, and untxttei'able iroe 1 
More painfnl is the memory of my crimes 
Than 'all the wounds my wild distiaction made 

Chok Thus doubly emsed, 0 prince • I w omlev not 
At thy affliction. 

CBdi Art thou here, my fiiend ^ 

I know’^ thy voice ; thou ivouldst not leave the v,i etched , 
Thou art my faithful, kind assistant still 

Chor How couldst thou thus deprive thyself of ^ight? 
What madness drove thee to the desperate deed ^ 

What god inspiied ? 

CEni Apollo V as the cause , 

He was, my fiiends, the cause of all my woes , 

But for these eyes— myself did quench their light — 

I want not them , what use iveie they to me. 

But to discover scenes of endless woe, 

. Chor Tis but too true 

OSni Wliat pJeasHie now lomahis 

Poi CEdqjus ? He cannot joy in aught 
To sight 01 ear delightful Cuise on him. 

Whoe’er he was, Ih.it loosened my bound feet. 

And saved me, in Cithasion’s amIo, fiom death ' 

I owe him nothing had I perished then. 

Much happier had it been foi you, my fi lends. 

And for myself 

CiioR I too could wish thou liadst 

Q5di I should not then have muidoied Lams, then 
I had not ta’en Jocasla to ni) bed , 

But now I am a gullt^ wietch, the son 
Of a polluted inotliei, fatbei now' 

To my own biotheis, all that ’s hoiiible 
To natuie is the lot ot OSdipus 

Cnoii. Yet must J blame this ciucl nci, foi sine 
- The loss of siglit IS wor^e than death ilsclf 

(Em I caio not foi thy rnunsel 01 thv pini'«c, 

For with what ejeS couhfl hare e’ei beheld 
Mj' honoured fithei in the ‘•hadc'> below 
Or my unhappy motliei, both destioyed 
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By me * This punishment is worse than death, 

And so it should be. Sweet had been the sight 
Of my dear children — ^them I could have wished 
To gaze upon ; but I must never see 
Or them, or this fair city, or the palace 
Where I was born Deprived of eveiy bliss 
By my own lips, which doomed to banishment 
The murderer of Laius, and expelled 
The impious wretch by gods and men accuised : 
Could I behold them after this ^ Oh no ' 

Would I could now with equal ease lemove 
Mj’’ hearing too, be deaf as u ell as blind, 

And from another entrance shut out woe ' 

To want our senses, in the hour of ill, 

Is comfoit to the wretched. 0 Oitluei’on • 

Why didst thou e’er receive me, or leceived, 

Why not destroy, that men might never know 
Who gave me buth** 0 Poly bus ' 0 Coiinth ' 

And thou, long time heheved my fathei’s palace, 

Oh' what a foul disgiace to human nature 
Didst thou receive beneath a prince’s form ’ 

Impious myself, and from an impious race 
Where is my splendom now ? 0 Dauhan path • 

The shady forest, and the nanow pass 
Where three ways meet, who drank a fathei ’s blood 
Shed by these hands, do you not still remember 
The horrid deed, and what, when heie I came, 
Followed moie dreadful * Fatal nuptials, you 
Produced me, you leturned me to the ivomb 
That baie me , thence relations horrible 
Of fatheis, sons, and brothers came , of wives, 
Sisters, and motheis, sad alliance » all 
That man holds impious and detestable 
But what in act is vile the modest tongue 
Should never name Bury me, hide me, fuends, 
From eveiy eye; destioy me, cast me forth 
To the wide ocean— let me pensh theie : 

Do anything to shake off hated life 

Seize me, approach, my friends— 3 ou need not fear. 

Polluted though I am, to touch me , none 

Shall suffer for my crimes but I alone. 
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Ciioli In most fit time, my lord, the noble Creon 
This way advances , he can best deteimine 
And best advise, sole guardian now of Thebes, 

To him thy power devolves, 

^ "What shall I say ? 

Can I apply to him for aid whom late 
I deeply injured by unjust suspicion 1 


' Scene III. 

Obeon, CEdipus, CnoRus. 

CfiEoN, I come not, prince, to triumph o’er thy woes 
With vile lepioach, I pity thy misfortunes. 

But, 0 my Thebans ' if j’^ou do not feai 
The censui*e of your fellow -citizens, 

At least lespect the all-ci eating eye 
Of Phoebus, who beholds you thus exposing 
To public view a wietch accuised, jiolluted, 

Whom neithei earth can bear, nor sun behold, 

Nor holy shower bespi inkle T.ike him hence 

Within the palace, those who aie by blood 
United should alone be witnesses 
Of such calamity. 

(Edi. 0 Cl eon * thou, 

The best of men, and I the woist, how kind 
Thou ait to visit me 1 Oh 1 by the gods 
Let me entieat thee, since beyond my hopes 
Thou art so good, now heai me , m hat I ask, 

Concerns thee most. 

Creon What is it thou desiiest 

Thus aidentlj ? 

CEdi 1 beg thee, banish me 

Prom Thebes this moment, to some land lemole, 

Where I may ne’er converse witli man ag.'iin 

Creon Myself long since had done it, but tlie god? 
Must be consulted fii*^t. 

CEdi. TJieir will is known 

Already, and their oiacle deehued 
The guilty piiiicidc should die. 
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Ciiro-v. It hath; 

But, as it IS, ’tivere better to inquire 
What must be done 

Qjjui. Foi such a wretcli as me 

Wouklst thou again explore the uill of Heaven'* 

CKCoy. Thy hapless fate should teach us to beliei e, 

And level ence the gods 

CBdi * Now, Creon, list, 

I beg thee, I con 3 ure thee, let a tomb 
Be laised, and all due honours paid to her 
Who lies u itliin she u as thy sister, Cieon ; 

It IS a. duty which thou ow’st for me, 

I cannot hope this city now will deign 
To keep me heie 0 Creon * let me go, 

And seek the solitary mountain’s top, 

My own Gitlueion, by my paients doomed 
Long smce to be the giave of CEdipns , 

Wliere would I die, as they decreed I should. 

Alas • I cannot, must not perish yet, 

Till I have suffeied evils worse than death, 

For I was only saved to be unhappy , 

But I must meet my fate, whate’er it be 
My sons aie men, and wheresoever fortune 
Ma}'- place them, cannot want the means of life , 

They shall not burthen thee , but, 0 my friend * 
What Mull become of my unhappy daughteis, 

With tenderest love, beneath a father’s hand, 
Cheiished so long « Oh ' take them to thy care, 
Thou best of men ' Oh 1 might I but embiace them, 
But shed a tear o’er their disastrous fate, 

Might I be suftered but to touch them here, 

I should lejoice, and think I saw them still 
, But Inik > methinks e’en now I hear the voice 
Of my dear daughteis, hath the gracious Cieon 
In pity to my woes, already brought ’ 

My cluldien to me 1 — is it so ? 

CilEOX ' - Itis* 

Thy wishes are prevented , they aie here. 
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Scene IV. 

Daugiitehs of CEdipvs, CEdipus, Ciieon, C'hoeus 

(Edi "May Heaven le^^arcl thee for this goodness to 
me, 

And give thee much moi*e bliss than I have Icnovn t 
How, my dear childien, come towaids me, come 
Towaids yoiii father and 3mur — ^bi other, see 
These sightless eyes, pieiced by my own mad handa. 
Behold that vi etched father vho begat 3 on 
Unknowingl3’’ on hei vho gave me bnth , 

I cannot see 3’'oii now — I can but weep 
Your fate, to think what hoius ot wietehedness 
You have to know hereaftei Whither now 
3 fust my pooi children ily ? From evei3’’ feast 
Jo3'less intli giief and shame, shall you letmn , 

And when the time shall come when iipei 3'eais 
Should give 3’’ou to the nuptial bed, v ho then, 

Caieless of fame, ■nill let his child paitake 
Tlieinfam3’’ of my abhoned race, 

Spinng fiom a wretch accursed, who killed hu> fathei, 

Ajid from the womb that baie him did beget 

You my unhappy daughteis Such lepioaoh 

Must still be youis, to mi gin solitude 

Devoted evei, and a baiien bed 

Son of Menreceus thou alone art left 

Their father now, foi , oh > J ocasta ’s dead, 

And I am— -nothing Do not then foisake 
Thy kindred , noi, deserted and foilorn. 

Suffer them still in penuiy and woe 
To wander helpless, in then tender age 
Eemember they have no suppoit but thee 
0 generous piince ' have pit3’' on them , gii e mo 
Th3’- fiiendly hand m piomiso of th3' aid 
To 3'ou, my daughteis, had yoiii etiily years 
Permitted, I had given my last advice 
Too 3’’Oung for counsel, all I ask of 3’’ou 
Is but to pi ay the gods that my sad Ijfq 
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Maj not be long ; but yours, my children, ciouned 
With many days, and happier far than mine. 

Ckeon It is enough, go in— thy gnef tianspoits thee 

Beyond all bounds. , , . t t -i. 

^Di ’Tis hard , but I submit 

Oreon. The time demands itj theiefore go. 

(Era 0 Oreon’ 

Knowst thou what now I wish 1 

Oreon "Vi^hat is it ? &peak. 

(Era. That I may quit this fatal place. 

Oreon. Thou askst 

What Heaven alone can grant. 

(Em -Alas ' to Heaven 

I am most hateful. 

Oreon. Yet shalt thou obtain 

What thou de&irest. 

(Era. Shall I mdeed ? 

Oreon. Thou shalt j 

I never say aught that I do not mean 
(Era. Then let me go . may I depait? 

Oreon. Thou mayst * 

But leave thy children. 

(Era Do njot take them from me 

Oreon. Thou must not always have thy null, Aheady 
Thou 'st suffered for it. 


OnoR. Thebans, now behold 

Tlie great, the mighty (Edipus, who once 
The Sphinx’s dark enigma could unfold, 

Who less to fortune than to wisdom on ed, 

In lortue as in rank to all superior, 

Yet fallen at last to deepest misery 
I jet mortals hence be taught to look bej'ond 
The present time, nor dare to say, a man 
Is happy till the last decisive hour 
Shall close his life without the taste of u oe 
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DJlAMATIf^ 

Creox 

Antigoxj:, \ Daiiqhta < of 
/ (LdipW^ 

POL^XICES, &on of (JJdipiis 
Tiiesfi Kviff oj Athene 

•SCENE — ^-.1 Gt QIC af the 


PBRSOXJt: 

Av Athexivv 

AriE^DAJ^T^ on CteoUj Tht^cus, 
and Imene 
Chorus, rompow/ 

Men of Thebes 

ance to the TmpU of the Ft pies 


ACT I. 

S C E X E I. 

CEdipus, Aktigoxe 

(Edipus "Wlieie aie we now, my dear Antigone 1 
Knowst thou the place ? "Will any heie afford 
Their scanty alms to a poor wanderer, 

The banished CEdipus? I ask not much, 

Yet less leceive , but I am satisfied 

Long time hath made my woes famihai to me, 

And I haie learned to heai caliimit}\ 

But tell me, daughter, if thou seest a place, 

Oi saoied, oi profane, uheie I may lest, 

Theie set me douii, fiom some inliabitant 
A chance but ue may leaiii wheie noii ue aie, 

And act, so stiangeis ought, as he duects us, 
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Axt 0 OLdipus * my poor, unhappy father, 

Fai ab my eyes can reach I see a city, 

lofty turiets ciwned, and, if I eir not, 

Tins place is sacred, by the laurel shade 
Olive and \une thick-planted, and the songs 
Of nightingales sweet waibling through the gi ove j 
Here sit thee down, and vest thy weaned liinbi, 

On this lude stone , ’tis a long way foi age 
Like thine to travel 

CEm Place me heie, and guaid 

A sightless wretch 

AxT Alas ' at such a time 

Thou needst not tell Antigone her duty 

QSni Knowst thou not where we are ’ 

Am t As I have learned 

Prom parsing travellers, not far from Athens , 

The place I know not , would you that I go 
And stiaight inquire? But now I need not leave thee, 
Foi, lo ' a sti anger comes this way, e’en now 
He stands before jou, he will soon infoim us 


St EXE IT 

An Athenian, CEdieus, Antigone 

(Edi Stranger, thou com’st in happy hour to tell us 

What much w^e wish to know , let me then ask thee 

Atiil Ask nothing, speak not till thou aib i emoted 
El oin off that hallow'ed spot where now thou standst. 

By human footsteps not to be piofaned 
CEdi. To whom tlieii is it sacred ? 

Athe >Tis a place 

Where but to tread is impious, and to dw ell 
Foi bidden , wheie the dieadful goddesses, 

3 laughtei s of Earth and Night, alone inhabit ' 
CEdi Ha • let me hear then venerable names 
Athe By other names in other climes adoied, 

TJie natives heie c<ill them Eumeiudes, 

Th' all-seeing poweis 

Ob ' that they w'ould but smile 
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iCg 

iPropitious, and leceue a suppliant’s piayer, 

That I might ne\ ei leave this blest abode ' 

Athe What dost thou mean 1 

It suits mv sorrou « u cl? 
Athe I must inform the citizens , till then 
Kemain. 

CEdi. Oh I do not scorn a in etched exile, 

But tell me, stiangei 

Athe Speak j I scorn tlioo not 

CEdi What place is this 1 

Atiie I’ll tell thee uhat I know*. 

This place is sacred all great Xeptune heio 
Biesides, and he who beais the living fiio, 

Titan Piometheus , where thou tieadst is called 
The Biazen Way, the bulwaik of oiu State : 

Eiom this equestiian hill, their safest guaid, 

The neighboming villagois their gener.il name 
Derive, thence called Colonians all 

CEdi But say, 

Aie theie nho duoll heic, then ? 

Athe. Theie nio nndc'illid 

Fiom him tlic} noisliip. 

QjIdi Is t Lo pow ci sujn cine 

Lodged in the people's loice, or in the Ling? 

Athe ’Tis in the king 

CEdi. Who i-' ho ? 

Athe Thc-nis ■^.-n 

Of udilgcns, (hen ln<!t ■^oicicign 

(Jilpr Who will go 

And tell him 

Athe. AVhat * to (onie nml moot (hoe In h ( 

CEdi. To toll him (h.il a little help bo'^towul 
Would amiily be i epaid 

Athe * Win what <onhKf (lum »h>, 

Daik as thou ait ? 

CEdi Ma’ v.oids will not be ’•o 

Athe Tlion maik me. tb.d thou on not , for to 
Tliv foi tunes > 3 eein ill-Miited to tin n ilino, 

Wiiieli is most noble, tlicii'fou' '•< n (b'tii h<it 

Till 1 letiun , 1 mil not iro to Atbcm 

But ask Ihe^e villigeis, who .mn 

Iftliou m.ijst staA ‘ 1 ^ Ati c sJaV, 
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Scene III. 

(Edipus, Antigone. 

CEdi daughter, is he gone 1 

Ant He is, and thou inayst safely speak, for I 

Alone am mth thee. ^ 

OEdi Goddesses reveied 

Since in jour seats my iveaned steps have found 
Their first repose, not inauspicious smile 
On Phmhus and on me ’ Eor know, the god 
AVho ’gainst unhappy CEdipus denounced 
IJnnumheied woe**, foretold that heie at last 
I should have rest, within this hallowed gi o\ e 
These hospitable shades, and finish here 
A life of miseij’ happy those, he said. 

Who should receive me, gloiious their reward, 
And woe to them who strove to drive me hence 
Inhuman. This he promised to confiim 
By signs undoubted , thunder, or the sound 
Of dreadful earthquake, or the lightning’s blast 
Launched from the arm of Jove I doubt it not, 
Fiom jmu some happy omen hither led 
hly piosperous steps, that fiist to jmu I came 
Pure to the pure ; and here on this rude seat 
Beposed me, could not be the work of chance, 
Wherefore, ye powers ’ as Phoebus hath decreed, 
Here let me find a period of my wroes. 

Here end mj* wu etched life * unless the man, 
WIio long hath groaned beneath the bitterest ills 
That mortals feel, still seem to merit more 
Daughters of Ancient Kight ' oh, hear me now * 
And thou, from great Mineiva called, the best 
And noblest citj', Athens ' pitj* me, 

Pity the shadow' of pool CEdipus , 

For, oh • I am not what I was 

Ho more : 

Behold a venerable band approach 

Of ancient natives, come pei chance to seek thee. 

CEdi. I’-sc done, Antigone, lemove me hence, 
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And hide me in the grove till by their \\ord< 3 , 

Listening 1 learn their purpose ; such foieknowledgo 
Will best diiect us how to act heieafter. [Excvnt. 


Scene IV. 

CiiOB Wheie is he? Look, examine, search aiouud 
Foi this abandoned exile, of mankind 
The'most profane , doubtless some ^vretched stranger. 
"Who else had daied on this forbidden soil 
To tiead, where dwell the dreadful deities 
We tremble e’en to name, and as we pass 
Dare not behold, but silently reveie. 

Or soft with words of fairest omen greet 1 
Of these legaidless, here we come to find 
An impious wretch. I look around the giove, 

But still he luiks unseen. 


Scene V. 

t 

CEdipus, Antigone, Chorus. 

CEdi. Behold me here ; 

For bj' 3 ’our uoids I find you look foi mo. 

OiiOR. \hoMng steacffastly at /»?«]. DiCiuIftil Ill's voice 
and teriible his aspect I 

GEni. I am no outlaw j do not look tixus on me. 

Chob. Jove the defender • who is this old m.an ? 

CEdi. One on whom foituno little hath bestowed 
To call for leverence from )ou , that, alas ! 

Is but too plain , thus b}' anothei’s c}es 
Conducted here, and on her aid depending, 

Old as I am, 

OnoB. Alas • and weit thou bom 
Thus sightless 9 Full of sorrow and of \ eiis 
Indeed thou seemst ; but do not let on us 
Thy curse devolve. Thou hast transgressed the bounds 
Prescribed to moitals^ shun this hallowed giove, 
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AVliere on the giassy surface to the powers 
A welcome offering flows with honey mixed 
The limpid stream , nnhappy stranger, hence, 
Away, begone ' Thou seest ^tis a long space 
Divides us . dost thou hear me, wretched exile % 
Tins instant, if thou dost, depart, then speak. 
But not before 

CEdi Antigone, my daughter, 

What's to be done % 


Akt. Obe}^ the citi/eiif) , 

(jrive me thy hand 

CEdi. I will ; and now, my fiiends, 

Confiding thus in you, and thus removing 
As you directed, let me not be in 3 ured. 

Chor. Thou shalt not , be asstned that thou art safe , 
None shall offend or diive thee hence 

CEdi Tot more 

Must I approach? 

CiioR A little farther still 

CEdi Will this suffice 

Chob E-emove him this nay, virgin , 

Thou liearst us 

Akt Thou must follow me, my father, 

Weak as tliou ait , we are unhappy stiangeis. 

And must submit , whate’er the city hates 
Content to hate, and what she loves to love 

CEdi Lead me, my daughter, to some hallowed spot 
For mutual converse fit, noi let us stnve 
With dire necessity. 

CiiOB Stop theie, nor move 

Beyond that stone 

Thus, then ? 

It is enough, 

CEdi. Where should I sit? 

CiioB. ^ forward lean. 

And lest thee there 

T of /nmj Alas • tis my sad office 

Let me peiform li — to duect thy steps , 

To this loved hand commit tliy aged limbs , 

'Sidt ° ^ hiv} on the stfone, 

0 unh^npy State ! 
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CnoR. Kow, wi-etchecl stranger, tell ns who thon art 
Thy countiy, and thy name. ' 

Alas I my lords, 

A poor abandoned exile ; but, oh » do not 

Cnoit What sa} st thou 1 

Do not ask mo who I am 

inquire no fnitlier. 

Ciron Wherefoie 1 

OSw M} sad race 

CnoK Speak on 

(Enr [titrnmr/ to AntigoxeJ My daughter, how shall 
I jnoceed ’ 

Cnon. Thy race, thy fathei 

CEdi 0 Antigone ^ 

W'hat do I suffei ? 

Ant Speak , thou const not be 

More UTetched than thou ait 
QEni I will , for, oli I 

It cannot be concealed. 

Ohor You do delay; 

Inform us stiaigbt. 


Know you the son of Lams ? 

0 Jove ' 


CEdi 

Chob Alas ' 

OBdt The race of Labdacus. 

OlIOR. 

CEdi Th' unhappy CBdipus. 

CnoR And ait thou he ? 

CEdi Be not aftiighted at my words 
OiioR 0 Heaven f 

Q3di Wietch that 1 am * what will become of me’ 
Chor An ay, begone, fly from this place * 

CEdi. Then where 

Aie all youi piomises? are they foigotten ’ 

OnoR. Justice divine will never punish those 
Who but repay the injiuT tliey leceive , 

And fi-aud doth meiit fiaiid foi its lenaid 
Wheiefoie, begone, and leave us, lest once more 
Oin city be compelled to foi ce thee hence 

Ant 0 my kind fiiends > as you leveie the name 
Of viitue, though you mil not heai the pi.ayers 
Of my unhappy fathei, woin mth age 
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Aiitl Uden with involuntary mines ; 

Yet hear tlie daughter pleading for her .sue, 

- And pity her who with no evil eye 
Beholds you, hut, as one of the same lace, 

Bom of one common father, here entreats 
Your mercy to th’ unhappy, for on you, 

As on some god alone, we must rely ] 

Then grant this wished-for boon— oh » giant it now, 
By all that’.s deal- to thee, thy sacred woid, 

Thy interest, thy children, and thy god, 

^Tis not in moitals to avoid the crime 
"W^ch Heaven hath pie-ordained. 

Chok. ^ We pity thee, 

Daughter of CEdipus , we pity him, 

And his misf 01 tunes , but of wrath divine 
Still feaiful, dare not alter our deciee 

(Edi How who shall trust to glory and fair fame ? 
What shall it profit that your pious city 
Was once for hospitable rites renowned, 

That she alone would pity and reheve 

Hie afflicted stranger? Is she so to me 

Who drives me hence, and tiembles at a name? 

Me you can never fear, and for my ci-imes 
I am the sufterer, not the olfender. Wliat 
Touching my father I have spoke, alas i 
If ’tis for that you do abhoi me thus, 

Was I to blame ? The in3uiy leceived 
I but lepaid, and theiefoie had I known 
The crime I acted, I -svere guiltless still 
Whither I came, I came unknowingly, 

Not so they acted who have lianished me. 

By yoiu commands alieady heie removed, 

Oh ' by the gods, preserve, assist me now , 

If you levere them, do not thus despise 
Wliat they decree , then eyes behold the good 
And view the evil man, nor shall the wicked 
Escape their wrath j use not their sacred names 
To cover crimes and stain the fame of Athens. 

^ you received the suppliant, oh » remember 
Your phghted faith — preserve me, save me now I 
Look not contemptuous on this wretched form, * 
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Or cast repioacli imineiitecl , I come 
Nor impious, nor profane, and with me bring 
To Athens much of pi’ofit and renown, 

As when 3 "our king arrives, you all shall know : 
Meantime despise me not 

Old man, thy woids 

Aie full of weight, and merit oui Qbseivance, 

If those who here jireside but know thy pin pose. 

It doth suffice. 

CBdi, But say, wdieie is the king? 

Chor Within his palace, but a messenger 
Is gone to fetch liim lutjier. 

tEni. 0 mj' fi lends ' 

Think you a sightless wietcli like me will move 
His pity or his caie, that he w’lll come ? 

CnoR Most leadil}', wdien he shall liear the name 
Of CEdiiius 

CEdi. And who shall tell it him? 

CiiOR The journey’s long, but passing traiellois 
Will catch the tale, and he must hear it soon , 

Fear not, thy stoiy is aheady knowui 
On eveiy side, ’twill quicken his slow steps. 

And bung him instant hither. 

OEdi May he come 

In happy hour to Athens and to me • 

He will , what good man doth not love his counli} ? > 
Ant, O Jove > what shall I sayov think? My 
father 

(Edi. What says my daughtoi ? 

Ant Tliis waj* lient, behold 

On a Sicilian steed, a w'oman comes, 

Her face concealed by a Thessalian i eil. 

To shield her fiom the sun; am I deceived. 

Or IS it she ? 1 know not what to think. 

It IS my sister, now she smiles upon me ; 

It must, it can be none but uiy 3<?inenc* 

GSdt. Who. in}' Antigone ’ 

Ant H JS th\ duightcr. 

My sistei, but her \oicc will soon convince }Ou, 
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Scene VI 

Ismene and Attendant, CEdipus, Antigone, Ghoru&z 

Issr 0 the sweet sounds * a father and a sister * 

What pains have I not suffeied in the search ' 

And now for ^lef can scaice behold you 
CEbi Oh' 

My daughter, arb thou here ? 

Ism Alas' my father, 

'H ow terribly thou lookst ' 

CEdi. iPi'oin the same blood 

The father and the daughtei 
Ism Wi etched race ' 

CEdi And ait thou come, my daughter 1 
Ism I have reached thee 

With toil and labour. 

CEdi Touch me, 0 my child ' 

IsM . Let me embrace you both 

CEdi Both miserable ' 

Ism Join then a third as wi etched as youi selves 

[77<c,y all embrace 

Q5di Ismeno, wheiefoie ait thou come’ 

IsM caie 

For thee, my fathei, bi ought me heie. 

CEdi For me ’ 

Ism That I might speak to thee , this faithful slave 
Alone conducted me. \Poi 7 itin(i to ho Attendant 
CEdi Thy biotheis, say, 

What aie they doing % 

Ism They aie — ivhat they nie; 

Foi, oh ' between them deadliest discoid leigns 
CEdi. How like th’ unmanly sons of Egypt’s clime, 
Wheie the men sit ingloiious at the loom, 

And to their vuves leave each domestic care ' 

E’en thus my sons, who should have laboui ed for me. 
Like u omen idly sit at home, whilst you 
Pei form their office, and with filial care 
Attend a ui etched fathei This kind maid, 

\j)ointing to Antigone 

E’en from hei infant days, hath uandeied long 
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An exile witli me, and suppoited still 
My feeble age, oft tbiougb the savage iroods, 

Naked and hungry, by the wintiy stoims 
Or scorching heats afSicted, led luc 011, 

And gave me food, unmindful of her oun. 

Thou too, Ismene, weit my faithful guard 
When I vras diiven foith, and now .ut come 
To tell thy father what the gods declare , 

A stranger now to Thebes, I know not uhat 
Hath passed between them , thou hast some sad news, 
I knou thou hast, to tell thy wi etched father 
ISM What I have sufteied in the seaich of thee 
I pass in silence o’ei, since to lepeat 
Weie but alas' to double my misfoi tunes, 

I only came to tell thee the sad fate 
Of thy unhappy sons Awhile they seemed 
As if they meant to yield the tin one to Cicon, 

Nor stain their guilty hands with Theban blood. 
Mindful of that pollution which lemained 
On thy devoted lace , but now some god 
Or their own wicked minds haie laised a flame 
Of due contention, uhich shall gain the pouoi 
Supieine, and leign in Thebes. Bteocles 
Hath dio\e his elder PoIjtuccs forth, 

Who, now an exile, seeks (.is fame 1 epoi ts) 

The Aigians, and in solemn conti.aet joined 
With these his neu .allies i.'ould i.iise then f.iino 
Above the stars, and sink oui Thebes in 1 mn 
These .aie not words alone — 'tis now in act, 

Alas ' e'en now I fcai , noi knov I v hen 
The gods will take compassion on tliv noc^ 

CEdi Hast thou no hope tlici 11 pili me’ 

Ism. 3 hnie, 

Then omcles hai'e s.nd it 

CBdi JT.i ' viid n h.it ^ 

Mv daughter, tell me. vliat have thm df'cl.ueil ? 

Isv Tlie tune -noiild come the} muI, vhen TJubes 
once inoie 

Mu'jt seek thee dead 01 hung, foi hei s.f'e'y. 

CEdt Why, vh.xt could such .1 vreUli is I dj fci 
them ? 
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Ism Their only hope, they say, is placed in thee. 

(Edi. I, that am nothing, grown so powerful 1 W hence 
Can it proceed? 

Ism. The gods, who once depressed thee, 

Now raise thee up again. 

(Edi It cannot be ,* 

Who falls in youth will never rise in age. 

Ism. Know, for this very purpose Oieon comes j 
Eie long thou inayst expect him. 

(Edi What to do. 

My daughter? 

Ism To remove thee hence, and place thee 

Neaier to Thebe'!, but not within her bordeis 
CEdi Tf not nitliin, what profit can it be 
To them ? 

{»M Thy tomb, laised in a foieign land, 

'I hey feai uould piove most fatal. 

CEdi But hou knoAr they 

It must be so, unletsS some god declared it ? 

Ism For this alone they wish to have thee near 
The bordeis, in their power, and not thy oun. 

(Edi To bury me at Thebes ? 

Ism That cannot be , 

Thy crime foibids it 

CEdi. Then FJl never go. fance. 

Ism a time will come when they shall feel thy A’-enge- 
CEdi What strange vicissitude can e’er pioduce 
Tins AAished eA'ent ? 

Issr Thy Avrath, when at thy tomb 

They shall be foiced to meet. 

®Di Who told thee this 1 

Ismene, say. 

Ism The sacred ministers 

Of Delphos. 

CEdi. Came it from Apollo’s shifne? 

IsAi On their leturn to Thebes they did report it. . 

1 (Edi. My son'f, did they heai aught of tins? 

. „ Both heard, 

And knoAA it AA'ell. 

-r> •, . ^ impious as they are, , 

Prefened a kingdom to their father’s loA’e, 
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Is Jr. With grief I tell thee what with giief I hearrl 

®DI, Oh I may the gods doom them to endless stiife, 
Ne er may the battle cease till (Edipns 
Umiself shall end it j then, nor he who bears 
The sceptre now, should long maintain the throne, 

Nor Polynices e'er to Thebes leturn. 

The}' should not live who diove a paieiit foith 

To misery and exile, left by those 

Who should have loved, supported, and leveied him, 

I know they say the cit}' but complied 
With my lequest — I asked for banishment; 

Not then I asked it. In my desperate mmd, 

When fust I raged, I wished indeed for death , 

It bad been giateful then, but no kind friend 
Would minister the boon At length my gnef 
Gave way, and when they saw my troubled soul 
Had taken ample vengeance on itself, 

After long stay, the city drove me forth ; 

And those who could liave saved me, my base sons, 

Deaf to a father’s piayeis, permit me still 
To loam abroad in poverty and exile 
Fiom these alone, far as their tender sex' 

Can help me, I receive the means of life, 

All the sweet comfoit, food, or needful lest 
Eaitli can aflbid me now, whilst to my sons 
A till one was deaiei than a fathei’s love , 

But they shall never gain me for their fiiend, 

Ne’er leign in Thebes — these oiacles declaie 
They never shall I do lemember too 
Another piophecy winch Phmbus erst 
Deliveied to mo : let ’em send their Oieon, 

Oi any other poweiful citizen, 

To drag mo hence , my hospittible fiiends, 

If to those all-protecting deities 
Who here pieside you too will lend youi aid, 

Athens shall find in me its best defence, 

And vengeance strike the foes of CEdipus 

Ohob. Thou and tliy daughters well deserve oui jiity 
And, for thy words aie full of promised good 
To our loved city, I will tell thee all 
’Tis meet thou shouldst perform. 
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(gjjj ' My best of fiieatls, 

Instiuct me ^ lam ready to obey. 

Chob. An expiation instant must tbou make 
To the offended powers whose sacred seat 
Thou has profaned 

q5di But how must it be done? 

Ohor First, Mith pure hands, from th’ ever-flowing 
spmig, 

Thy due hbations pour. 

CEdi 'What follows thon** 

CiioR. Take thou a cup wrought by some skilful hand, 
Bind it with wreaths around 
CEdi Of leaves or threads 

Composed ^ 

Chor Of wool, fresh from the new-shorn lamb. 
CEdi Is there aught else ? 

Ohor Then, turning to the sun, 

Make thy libations 

CEdi From the cup, thou sayst, 

OnoR The water from three fountains di awn, and 
last 

Eemember, none be left. 

CEdi With that alone 

Must it be filled i 

CnoR Water with honey mixed — 

No wine , this pour on th’ earth 

CEdi What then remains? 

CiioR Take in thy hand of olive-boughs thiice nine, 
And offenng these, begin thy humble prayer 
CEdi But how address them ? That concerns me near 
CnoR Then name thou knowst implies benevolent . 
Intreat them theiefoie kindly now to piove 
Benevolent to thee , but, remember, 

Low be the voice and short the supplication 
That done, return— be careful to perform it, 

I may assist thee then ivith confidence, 

But if thou dost it not, must tremble for thee 
CEdi. My daughters, heard you this ? 

• We did, command 

What s to be done 

CEdi What I can never do, 



C^D/PtrS COLONElfS. Agi 

I'oweiless and Wind as I am_, one of you, 

M}’’ daughteifi, must perfoim it 
Ant. One alone 

May do'the task of many when the mind 
Is active in it 

CEm, Hence then, quick, away t 

But do not leave me heie alone. These hmba 
Without a 'guide will never find then way 
Is\r. Father, I go, but how to find the place 
I know not 

CiroR Stranger, t’other side of the giove; 

Theie, some inhabitant will soon inform thee. 

If thou ahouldst want assistance oi instruction. 

Ism. Meantime, Antigone, remain thou here, 

And guard our fathei w^ell cares are not caies 
When we enduie them for a parent’s sake 

[Exit ISMENE 


Scene TII. 

CEdipus, Antigone, Ciiobus. 

Chor Stranger, albeit we know ’tis most ungiateful 
To raise the sad lemembiance of past w'oes, 

Yet w ould we gladly hear 

CEdi What wouldst thou kiiou ? 

CnoR The cause of thy unhappy state 

CEdi. Alas > 

By all the saci’ed hospitable lites, 

I'beg thee do not ask me to leveal it, 

My Climes aie honible 
CiiOR Alieady fame 

Hath spi ead them w ide, and still talks loudly of them ; 
Tell us the truth. 

'CEdi Alas ! 

Chor. Let me beseech thee 1 

CEdi 0 me 

Chor. Comply ask what thou uilt of me. 

And thou shalt have it 

OBd/ I have sufibtcd much. 
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The gods c.in witness ’twas against my will j 
I knew not of it. 

Chou. Knew not what? 

CEdi ' ^ . The city, 

Unknowing too, hound me in horrid nuptials. 

CiiOR. And didst thou then pollute, as fame reports, 
Thy mother’s hed? 

®Di. Oh ' death to hear ; I did. 

Here, here they are 
Ohor Wlio ’s there ^ 

CEdi. My crimes • my daughters 1 

CnoR. Daughters and sisters of their father? Oh I 
’Tis homble indeed ' 

GIdi. ’Tis ivoe on ivoe. 

CiiOR. Great Jove' both daughters of one hapless 
mother ' 

What hast thou suffeied? 

CBdi. Ills not to be borne 

Chor. Didst thou then perpetrate the horrid deed 1 
QSdi Oh no ! 

Chor. Hot do it ? 

CEdi I received from Thebes 

A fatal gift , would I had never ta’en it I 
Chor And art thou not a murderer too? 

CSdi What’s that 

Thou sayst ? 

Thy father 

Thou add’st grief to giief. 
Didst thou not murdei him ? 

I did ; but hear 

Hear what ? 

Tlie cause. 

What caUvSe ? 

_ ... Know then, 

I murdered others too, yet by the laws 

I stand absolved j ’twas done in ignorance. 

Chor. [seeing Theseus, 7oho enteis'] But lo ! the kuio’- 
.iEgean Theseus, comes; 

The fame of thee bath brought him here already. 


Chor. 

CEdi 

Chor. 

CEdi. 

• Chor. 
CEdi. 
Chor 
(Em. 
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SCLSC VIIL 


TursEcs , aUDiPus , Axtigoxe, Gnonus . 

n*in O ^on of jjanis ! long cro this the tale 
Of tliy «lis'i>5(ions fate, by man} a longiie 
I had ho.ud. thy torn forth 
Hv thj own desperit-o hand and now I see 
It w ts too tuie Tlty gaib and die.idfnl aspect 
•^pealc who thou ai't Unhappy QLdipu'!, 

1 come to a‘.k, in pity to thy woes, 

Wliat 's thv reciuost to Athens 01 to me — 

'J’hine, or tJiih haple*'"' vngm on thy steps 
Atf cndant Speak , for laige must be the boon 
1 would iefu*!0 thee 1 have known loo well, 

^IvH'lf a wx'otohed wandciei, the woes 
Of Cl ucl omIc, not to pity thine 
Of toils and dangois lu a foi eign land 
]\ruch have I sufleied ; thoiefore not to me 
Shall the pooi sti’anger ever sue m vain 
For aid and safety. Mortals as we aie, 

Unccitain 01 or is to-moiiow ’s fate, 

Alike unknowji to Theseus and to thee 

Q3di. Theseus, thy woids declaie thj' noble nature, 
And leave me little to reply. Thou knowst 
My story — wdio and whence I am, no moie 
Kemains, but that I tell thee my lequest, 

And we have done 

The. Proceed then, and infoim me 

OiiDr. X come to give this in etched body to thee, 

To sight ungincious, but of worth moie dear 
To thee than faiiest foims could boast. 

The, Wliat woihth 1 

QLdi. Heieaftei thou shalt know — ^not now 

The But wheu 

Shall wo leceivG it? 

CEnr. When I am no moie 

When thou shalt bury me. 
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Death IS, it seems, 

Thy chief concern, and life not woith thy care 
(Edi That -will pioeure me all the means of life, 

Tite And IS this all thon ask’st, this little boon “J 
(Edi. Eot little is the stiife which shall ensue 
The Wliat strife? With whom— thy children, or my 
own 

(Edi Mine, Theseus, they would have me back to 
Thebes 

The And wouldst thou rather be an exile here 
(Edi Once they lefused me. 

The Anger suits but ill 

With low estate and iniseiies hke thine 
(Edi Heal first, and then condemn me 
The Hot unheaid 

All thou canst urge, would I repiove thee >Speak. 

(Edi 0 Theseus ' I have borne the worst of ills 
The The curses on thy race 
(Edi Oh no ' all Gieeco 

Hath heard of them 

The. What more than moital woe 

Afflicts thee then ^ 


(Edi E’en this my ciuel sons 

Have driven me fiom my countiy; neveimoie 
Must Thebes leceive a panicide. 

The Why then 

Kecall thee now, if thou must ne’er retuin ’ 


(Edi Commanded by an oracle divine. 

The Wliy, nhat doth it declare’ 

(Edi. That Thebes shall jield 

To thee, and to thy arms. 

But i\ hence should spiing 

Q ucli^lue contention? 

(Edi. Dearest son of iEgeus, 

I muidered others itli exempt, the gods alone 
I stand absolved , ’t^angeable lemain, 

Chor \seeing ThesIP fall by the hand of Time, 

.(Egean Theseus, ctor Earth laments 
The fame of thee hath br-Ested Human strength 

faith and truth decay, 
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And fiom tlu'ii ashes fi'ixud and falsehood ii&e 
Nor friondslniJ long fj*om man to man endures, 

Oi realm to lealm. To each successive use 
Bitter and sw eet, and h.ippmess and v oe 
Athens and Thebes thou secst umted noiv, 

And .'ill IS u ell, but pa.ssing time shall bung 
The fatal da}' (and slight will be the cause) 

That soon shall change the bonds of amity 
And holy faith, for feuds and de<adhest hate 
Then, bmied long in caith, sh.all this cold corse 
Bunk then warm blood, uhich horn the mutual wound 
Fiequont shall flow. It must bo as I tell thee, 

If Jove be Jove, and gicat Apollo tnie 
But why should I leielil tho lii.ed deciee 
Of all-deciding Ifcaven ? Peimit me now 
To end vheic I began Th3’^ plighted faith 
Once moie confirm, and never shnlt thou say 
The wi etched QSdipus to Theseus came 
An useless and unprofitable guest, 

If tho immortal gods have not deceived me 
Chou Oking' .'ll! earK’’ h.atli this man declaied 
The same goodwill to thee and to oiu country 
Thes Can I ie3ect benevolence and love 
Like this, my fiicnds ? Oh no ' the common rites 
Of hospitahtj', this altai lieie. 

The witness of our mutual vows, foibid it. 

He comes .a siipifliant to the goddesses, 

And pays no little tiibute both to me 

And to my kingdom , he shall find a seat 

Within my lealms, for I leveie liis virtues 

If Iieie it pleaseth him to stay, lemembei [/a the Cnonus 

"I’lS mjf command >ou guaid this stiaiigei well , 

If thou wmuldst latliei go with me, thou m.'ij^t, 

I leave it to tlij' choice. CEdipus 

QSdi. Hew aid them, Jove 
The What sayst thou ’ wilt thou follow me 1 
rRm I '^oald, 


If it weio lawful, but it mast be lieio 

This is the place , 

The Foi what? 1 11 not deny thee 


to 
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(Edi. Whei-e I mast conquer those ^\ho bamshed me. 
The. That would he glory and renown to tins 
Thy place of refuge. 

If I may depend 


Fear not, I .shall ne’er 


(Edi 

On thy fair promise. 

The. 

Betray my fuend. , » , . . 

(Edi. I will not bind thee to it 

By oath, like those whom n e suspect of ill. 

The Thou needst not, (Bdipus , my woid ’.s my oath 
(Edi. How must I act then^ 

Thd Eeai’st thou aught ? 

(Edi . I ‘lo. 

A foice will come against me. 

The. {povntvng to t 7 ie Chorus]. Here ’s thy guard , 
These shall protect thee. 

(Edi. If thou goest, lemember 

And save me, Theseus 

The Teach not me my duty. 

(Edi )Still am I fearful 

The Theseus is not so. 

(Edi ICnowest thou not what they thieatened ? 

The Tins I know, 

No power on eaiih shall wrest thee fiom this place 
Of times the angry soul will vent its wiath 
In idle tlireats, with high and empty word*?, 

Which ever, as the imnd is to itself 
Restoied, are — ^nothing They may boast their strength, 
And say they ’ll tear thee from me , but I tell thee 
The 30111 ney would be long and tedious to them , 

They will not hazard it — ^they dare not . therefoie 

Be comforted, for if by Phoebus sent 

Thou hither cam’st, thou’i't safe without my aid, 

E'en if I leave thee safe ; for know, the name 
Of Theseus here sufficeth to piotect thee 

{JBxit Theseus, 
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Scene IX. 

CEdipus, Antigone, Chobus 

OnoBus. 

Strophe i. 

Thou aib come m happy time, 

Straugex', to this blissful dime, 

Long foi suoftest steeds renowned, 
Fevtilest of the legions round , 

Wliere, beneath tlie ny shade. 

In tlie dew-spnnklefl glade, 

Many a love-lorn nightingale 
Waibles sweet hei plaintive tale; 

"Wlieie the vine in clusteis pours 
Hex sweets, secuiod fiom wintiy showers 
Hor scorching suns, noi 1 aging storm 
The beauties of the ycai defoi ni 

Antistrophe i. 

Where the sweet naicissus growing. 
Where the yellow ciocus blowing. 

Bound the sacied altars twnne. 

Offering to the poweis diiune , 

Wheie the pure spnngs peipetual flow'. 
Watering the verdant meads below, 
Which with its eaith-ennching waves 
The fair Oephisus evei laves , 

Wheie, with his ever-sporting train, 
Bacchus wantons on the plain. 

Pleased wnth the Muses still to rove, 

And golden Venus, queen of love. 

' Sliophe 2. 

Alone wdthin this happy land, 

Planted here by JSfature’s hand, 

Which, nor Asia’s fertile plains, 

!Nor Pelops’ spacious isle contains, 
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Pallas, tliy sacied olive grows, 

Sinking terror on our foes , 

Ever free from hostile rage, 

Prom wanton youth or greedy age , 

Happy in sage Minerva’s love, 

And guarded still by Morian J ove 

Antisiiophe 2 

But nobler gifts and fairer fame, 

Athens, yet adorn thy name , 

Such wondrous gifts hath pouied on thee, 

Thy great protecting deity. 

Here first obedient to command, 

Formed by Heptune’s skilful hand. 

The steed was taught to know the rein, 

And bear the chanot o’ei the plain , 

Here fiist along the rapid tide 
The stately vessels learned to ride, 

And swifter down the currents flow 

Than Hereids cut the waves below. [Exeunt, 


ACT II 
Scene I 

Antigone, Oamrus, Ononos. 

Antigone. Great are thy praises, Attica, and now 
The time is come to show thou dost deserve them 
CEdi. What means iny daughter? Speak, what new 
event 

Alaims thee? 

Creon, vdth a numerous band 
Oi followers, comes this way. 

CEni. Oh' now, may fi lends, 

If ever, help me . 

not ; we’ll protect thee. 

Though I am old, the strength of Attica 
Is not decayed. 
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Greon*. > Poor wretch ' no time can cure 

Tliy follies; thy old age is gionn deliuous 
^ CEdi Thou hast a hateful tongue , but few, how just 
Soe’er they be, can always speak aught 
Creon But to say iniich, and to say well, aie tlnnss 
Winch diflei’ widel}’. 

QSui. ANHiat thou sajst no doubt 

Is brief, and proper too 
Creox, ’Twill liaidly seem so 

To those who think like thee 

CEdi. Away;noi daio 

Ghect iny steps, ns if thou hadst the powei 
To place me wdiei e thou w ilt 
Oreok. Itemeiubei all 

To witness this, foi he shall answ ei it 
When ho is mine. 

CEw But w ho shall foice me hente 

Against the will ot these my fnends f 

Ore Then aid 

Is vain, ah’e.idy I have done what much 
Will hurt thee. 

QSdi Ha' w’h.at tin eats aie these > 

Oreok Tin daughters 

Must go with me, one is seemed, and now* 

This moment will I wrest the other fiom thee 
CEdi. 0 me < 

Creon I’ll give thee much moie cause foi guef 

CEdi. Hast thou my daughtei ? 

Oreon. A)% and will ha\e tln- 

CEdi. [<0 Me Chorus] ■^V^^at will you do, my fiiencK? 

Will you forsake me ? 

Will you not drive this nie, abandoned man 
Forth from yom city? 

Chor Strangei, hence, away ' 

Thy actions are most shameful and un]ust 

Creon Slaves, do yom ofcce, beai hei ofl b\ foi re, 

If she consents not. 

Ant. Wliithei shall I fly 

For aid 2 • What god or man shall I imploie 
To succour me ’ 

Chor. Alas' what wouldst thou do? 
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Ckeon I toiach not bim, but I must ha^e my o'wn. 

AxT 0 pnnces ' aid me now . 

Tis most unjust 

CreOxV I say ’tis Just 

fnoR Then prove it 

Sx They me mine. 

Chou 0 citizens ' „ x. 

Oh ' loose me if you do not, 

You shall repent this violence. 

CUEOX 

I Mill defend you 

CEdi He who injures me, 

Offends the city 

Chou Said I not befoio 

It would be thus ? 

Creox \to the Chorus] Let go the maid this instant 
CnoR Command where thou hast power 
Creon Let her go 

Chor Begone thyself "What, ho ’ my countrj men, 
The city is in danger , haste and save us 

[Creox’s followeis seize on Antigoxe 
A X T I’m seized, my fi lends. Oh, help ' 

CEdi Wheie is my daughter! 

Ast Tom from thee 

CEdi Oh • sketch foith thy hand 

Art. I cannot. 

Creon Away with her 

CEdi 0 wu etched CEdipus ' 

Creox Ho longer shall these tender pi ops support 
Tny feeble age , since thou art stiU resolved 
Against thyself, th}’’ country, and thy fnends, 

By whose command I come, lemain pem’^eise 
And obstmate, old man, but know, heieaftei 
Time will coniunce thee thou hast evei been 
Thy oivn worst foe , thy fiery temper still 
Must make thee wi etched 

Stranger ski not hence. 
Creox. I charge jou touch me not 

rr . Thou slialt not gq 

Till thou restor st the vngins, 

Creox. I must have 
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A nobler jansoui fiom >oui cit > , tlieso 
Shall not suffice 

CnoR "What niennst thou 1 

jfc ^hall iro. 

This QSdipii'! 

Ghok. Thj tlueatfe me leiiible 
CntON. I'll do ’t f and only he who goieins hoie 
Shall Hindei’ me 

CEdi. 0 in&oltnce ' thou wjH not. 

Thou dai’st not force me 

CitEOS'4 Hold tin pe.ue 

CEdi. yot o'cn 

The dieadful goddesses, who hero pieside 
Should bind my tongue fiom heaviest cuit-<‘s on (hoc, 
JTor thou hast lobbed mo of the only light 
These eyes could boast , but may th’ all-eecing snn 
Behold and punish thee and all thy i.ice, 

And load thy ago w'ltli miseiies like mine ' 

OiiEOX Inhabitants of Athens, hem \e this? 

CEdi They do, and see that but with fimtless wmds 
I can repaj’ the injunes I leceive , 

Foi I am weak with age, and heie alone 

Creoit. Ho longei will I emb iny just icsentnicnt. 
But foice thee hence 
CEdi 0 me * 

Cnoi? "What boldness, strangrr. 

Could make thee hope lo don deed like this 
Unpunished ? 

Creon Tisiesohed 
Ciion Cur Athen': then 

li. fallen indeed and is no mote a citi 
Gunox In a jusl cau«e ilie weak may foil tla nughn 

CEdi Hear how he flncatens 

CnOR “Wlnt he’ll 110*, *1 jnh.nn 

Creox Th it .loie alone can fell 
Onoii Sh ill 

Like these bo snfieied ? 

Creov Call u inpiry 

Thou mnvst ’tis such ns thou peifoicc must l-err 
CnoR This IS too much , lulcrs of the hnJ 
JMy follow citizen*!, conic foith and pa^o us. 
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Scene III. 


Theseus, Cueon, CEdipus, Antigone, On onus 


The Whence is this clamour 1 Wherefore am 1 called 
Fiom sacred riteh at Neptune’s altai paid. 

Our guaidian god 1 Say, what’s the cause that lluis 
In haste I’m summoned hither 1 ^ 

CEdi 0 ~ 

Foi well 1 know thy voice— most cruelly 
Have I been tieated by this man. 

Yjjjj Who did it ? 

CEdi This Cieon, uhom thou seest, hath laiished 
from me 


3tly only help, my daughters 
The 


H.i ' uhat sriyst thou ’ 


CEdi Tis as I tell thee 

The \to his Attendant^ Quick, dispatch my seivants, 
Fly to the altai, summon all my people, 

Horsemen and foot , give o’ei the saciihce, 

And instant to the double gate lepau, 

Lest with the virgins the base ravishers 
Escape unpunished, and my guest thus in 3 m*ed 
Laugh me to scorn for cowardice Away ' 

Were I to punish this oppressor here \tui rang to Cueon 
As my lesentment bids and he deserves. 

He should this instant fall beneath my lage , 

But the same 3 ustice he to otheis deals. 

Himself shall meet fiom us , thou shalt not go 
Till those whom thou didst basely lavi&h hence 
Are bi ought before me ’Twas unlike thjself, 
IJnwoithy of thy country and thy race, 

To enter thus a cultivated city, 

Where law and 3 ustice leign, with violence 
And rapine, snatching what thy fancy.pleased. 

Or didst thou thmk I luled a deseit land, 

Oi that my people weie a race of slaves, 

And Theseus but the shadow of -a. lang ? 

Thebes never taught thee such destructive lessons, 
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For she abhors injustice ; when she heais 
That Creon, thus despising sacied laus, 

Hath ta’en with biutal violence my light, 

And would have stolen a uTetehed suppliant fioiii n e. 
She’ll not appiove thy conduct, say 1 uent 
To, Thebes, how just soever veie the cause, 

1 should not seize on aught uithout the leaio 
Of him who governed theio ; but, as becomes 
A stranger, bear mjself unblamerl by all. 

Thou hast disgiaced thy countiy and thy fnends, 

And weight of yeais hath ta’eu thy senses fiom llieo. 
Again I say, lestoie the viigins to me, 

Oi stay with me thyself, foi <!0 thou shalt, 

Howe’er unwilling, uhat I’ve said, lememboi. 

Is what I haie icsolved — theicfoie deteimine 
Ciion. [to Crfon] Stiangei, thy action'! noble as 
thou ai t, 

But ill become thj f.imily and name. 

Because unjust, but thou beholdst thj fate 

Creox. Theseus, it uas not th.at I thought (his cit\ 
Without 01 guaicls to sa\e. oi l.aus to inle, 

Which brought mo heie, noi unadvised T came 
But that I hoped you nevei u ould i-eceii c 
IMy kindled heie against my uill, iioi o’oi 
Embiace a vile incestuous paiiicide, 

Or cheiish and protect him in a land 
Whose couit, lenowned foi justice, suflei!; not 
Such poor abandoned exiles to re'^ide 
Within its boi del’s, theiefoie did I tins, 

Which 3*et I had not done but foi the cui’^es 
Which he hath pouied on me aiul all my lacc , 

Eeveiige inspired me; angei, veil thou kuou‘,(. 

Can never bo extinguished but bj dcatli, 

Which closeth eveij’ uountl. At present, TIionoiw 
I t must be as thou uilt, luj uant of jiouoi 
How just soe*er mj’’ cause, dem.inds '!ubnu‘:''ion , 

Yet. old and wealc, I ‘•liall not tamolj j leld 

OEdi Audacious man ’ thinlc't thou the \ilo iciiioicb 
Thou uttei’st falls on me. oi on thjcolfl 
Thou who upbiaidst me thus foi all my uoc>, 

Huidei and incest, vhich agnnst my vill 
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I had committed, so it pleased the gods, 

Offended at my lace for foimei crimes , 

But I am guiltless , canst thou name a fault 
Deserving this ^ I'd’, tell me was it mine, 

When to my father Phoebus did declaie 
That he should one day peiish hy the hand 
Of his oivn child? Was OSdipiis to blame, 
mo had no being then ? If, boin at length 
To wretchedness, he met his sue unknown. 

And slew him, that involuntaiy deed , 

Canst thou condemn ? And for my fatal m.irnage, 

Dost thou not blush to name it? Was not she 
Thy sistei, she 'who bore me, ignorant 
And guiltless woman, afteiwaids my wife 
And mother to my children ? What she did. 

She did unknowing , not like thee who thus 
Dost purposely upbraid us both Heaven knows 
Unwilhngly I wedded her, and now 
IJnwulhngly repeat the dreadful tale , 

But, nor for that, nor for my murdered father 
Hare I deserved thy bitter taunts, foi tell me, 

Thy life attacked, woiildst thou have slaj'ed to ask 
Th’ assassin if he w’ere thj’ father ? Ho, 

Self-love would urge thee to revenge the insuP 
Tims was I drove to ill by tli’ angiy gods. 

This, should my father’s soul revisit earth, 

Himself w'ould own, and pity CEdipus 
Thy bold and impious tongue still utters all , 

J ust or unjust, thou pourst thy foul reproach 
On me, pretending to leveie the name 
I Of Theseus and his countiy But lemeniber, 

I The city, whom thou hast pi aised, IS famed 
j Poi piety and reverence to the gods , 

Tet wouldst thou diive a needy suppliant thence. 

And lead him aaptive Tliou hast stolen mv dauglilei 
But I iinploie tlie dreadful goddesses 
To gi-ant me aid, that thou mayst feel the power 
Winch thou contemn’st, and know the force of Athens. 

CnoR [to Theseus] 0 king i this stranger inei its thy 
regard ; a ^ j 

Jlis woes are great, his cause should be defended. 
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Thk Ko moie the ravisheis aie fled -with speed, 
Wliilht «'e, ^^]lo suflei, stand inactive Iieie 

Creox Siieak thy commands, foi I must yield to 
thee 

The Go thou before me, I shall follow close , 

If here thou hast concealed the viigins, now 
Uifccovei them , if hence, to otheis’ hands 
Committed, thej’’ aie fled, they shall not 'scape, 

My servants soon mil fetch them hack Meantime, 
llenieiuher thy condition, foi thy fate 
Hath caught thee in the net vhich thou hadst spie.id 
Foi otheis, but uhat evil means acqune 
Ls seldom kept thou cam’st not naked heic, 

Oi unattended, thus to do an act 
Of violence Eie long T II knou on uhat 
Thou didst lely nor by a single aim 
Shall Athens fall ingloiious Hearst thou this, 

Oi are my woids unheeded ? 

CiiEoy ’Tis not now 

A time to answei , n e shall know at home 
What must be done 

The Thou thieatenest, but go on. 

Stay thou in quiet heie, foi if I live, 

Uurmng to (Ewpus 

I will not lest till I restoie thy daugliteis 

\Excunt Thesees and Creox 


Scene IT 
QHpircs Chores 
Chores 
SU ophc I 

Now the combata;its prejiaie, 

And hasten to the field of vai, 

Theseus, then gieat and god-hke fiicnd, 
The hapless Migins shall defend . 

Oh ' could I heal the dieadful battle loar, 

Oi neai Apollo’s sacied shiine, 
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Oi on the torch -enlightened shoie, 

Or Ceres, where thy piiests their lights divine 
Peiform, with lips in solemn silence sealed, 

And inysteiies ne’er by nioital tongue levealed 

AntUiU ojjlie i. 

At yon snowy mountain’s feet 
Westward pei chance the wariiors meet j 
Chariot and horse with mutual rage 
On (Eta’s flowery plains engage , 

Aiound then Theseus now*, a valiant band, 

See Athens’ inaitial sons unite 
To save their native land , 

All shake then glittering speals, and urge the fight , 

All who thy powei. Equestrian Pallas, oivii, 

Or bow to Neptune, Rhea’s honoiued son 

Stro2)he 2. 

The bloody scene shall soon be o’er 
Cl eon the viigin shall lestore , 

My soul prophetic sees the maid 
For pious duty thus lepaid. 

For ever active is the powei of tfove, 

Fiom ivliom perpetual blessings flow ; 

Oh 1 that I now could, like the dove, 

Soar through the skies, and mark the field below 
The wushecl-for conquest 3oyful to behold. 

And triumph 111 the nctoiy I foretold ' 

Antistiophe 2 

Thou power supieme, all pow'eis above. 

All-seeing, all-peifoiniing Jove,' 

Grant that the lulers of tins land 
May soon subdue the hostile band ! 

Tliee, too, 0 Pallas • liuntei Phoebus, thee 
Do w'e invoke, with thee be joined 
Thy viigin sister deity, 

Wlio loves o’er lawms to chase the spotted hind • 

On you w’e call, your aid piopitious bring, ^ 

Oh ' haste, protect our country and our king, {ExeunU 
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ACT III. 

Scene I. 

OEdipus, Theseus, Antigone, Ismene, 

Chorus 

Chor I’m no false piopliet, sti auger, for behold 
TJiv d.anghteis. 

CEui Ila > hat saj st thou ? Wheie, oh 1 uheie? 
Ant. My father i 0 my fathei ' a; hat kind god 
I’aised up this fiiend who Jiath lestoied us to thee ? 

CEdi Are then my daughteis irith me ? 

Ant Theseu*'’ aim 

Hath biought us hoic . to liim and to his fiieiuK 
We ou e oui safety 

OEdi Oh ( come nigh, my childieii, 

Let me embrace you. Kevei did I think 
Again to fold 3*011 in these aims. 

Ant We come 

With JO}’’, my father 

, OEdi Oh > ivheie aie 3*011 ? 

Ant Ileie. 

CEdi M}* deaiest childien i 
Ant To oui fatliei still 

Ma}’’ every pleasuie come ' 

(Edi. oil Antigone] My best suppoit ' 

Ant. The ivi etched bear the wi etched. 

CEdi [emhacutff Mem] I have all 

That’s pi'ecious to me iveie I non to die 
Whilst 5*011 aie heie, I should not be iinhapp}*. 

Suppoit me, daughtei’S, to your fathei 's side 

Close piessed Oh 1 soothe to peace a wi etched cmIc, 

Long time desei ted Tell me i\ liat hath happened , 

But let the tale be shoi t, as best becomes 
Thy tendei age 

Ant. [ponUoi^ to Theseus] TIeie l^ oui gicnt pio. 

•« tectoi, 
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He \\ ill mfoim you , so shall wliat I speak 

Be biief, as thou wilclst have it _ 

Noble Theseu*?} 

Mv children thus beyond my hopes lestored, 

If'l should talk too long on such a theme, 

Thou ^vllt not ivonder ’Tis to thee alone 


I ovre my 303’S , thou didst pi’otect and save 
My much-loved daughters may the gods lepay 
Thee and thy kingdom for this goodness to me ' 
Heie only have I found 01 faith, or truth, 

Or justice , you alone possess them all. 

I ivill attest it, for 1 know it well 
I feel your virtues , what I have is all 
From you 0 king ' permit me but to touch 
Thy hand Oh 1 stretch it forth , or let me kiss 
Thy honoured hps But, oh • what do I say ^ 
Can such a wretch as CEdipus e’er hope 


With guilty hands to touch a man like thee, 

So puie, so spotless^ Yet I must embrace thee , 
They only who have known misfortune feel 


For othei’s' gnefs vath sympathizing woe 
Had, best of men ' and mayst thou ever be, 

As thou hast been, my guaidian and my fiiend 1 
The Thus happy as thou must be in thy children, 
Hadst thou said more, much moie, and talked to them 
Rather than me, it had not moved my wondei , 

Nor think I should resent it Not by woids 
Would Theseus be distmguished, but bj- deeds 
Illustiious. This thou knowst, for what I swoie 
I have peifoimed— -restoied thy daughteis to thee, 

Safe fiom the tenant’s threats How passed the conflict 
Whj' should I boast ? They at their leisure best 
Maj' tell you all ^Meantime to what I heard 


As hither commg, CEdipus, attend 
Of little import seemed the ciicumstance. 

And yet ’tv as strange , hut nought should mortal man 
Deem or beneath Ins notice oi his care 

CEdi What IS it, son of ? Oh * inform me, 

For nothing have I hcaid* 


-IT-, f ^ sa}, 

ho hodcAs liim<^elf hy blood allied to thee, 
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At Ifeptime's altar, whilst I saciificecl, 

In humblest postuie stood 
CBdi What could it mean ? 

Whence came he ? 

The. That I know not ; tins alone 

They told me suppliant he lequested much 
To talk a while with thee 

CEdi With me ? ’Tis strange, 

And j^et methinks important, 

The . He desiied 

But to conveise "with thee, and then depait, 

CEdi Who can it be 1 

^’^E Hast thou no friend at Algos 

Hone of thy kindled theie who ■wished to see thee? 

CEdi Ho moie, my fiicnd 

The. What sayst thou ? 

CEdi. Do not ask mo 

The Ask u hat 

CEdi. I knoiv him now* , I knoiv too well 

Who ’s at the altar 
The. Who is it? 

CEdi My son — 

That hateful son, wdiose voice I loathe to liear. 

The But wdiy not hear him 1 Still thou mayst refuse 
What he shall ask. 

CEdi. I cannot, cannot beai it , 

Do not oblige me 

The But the sacied jilace 

"Vnieie now he stands, and leierence to the gods, 
Demand it of thee 

Aet. Let me, 0 my father ' 

Young as I am, admonish thee Oh 1 grant 
Thy friend his just lequest; obey the gods, 

And let our biothoi come whate’er he say*^ 

It need not diaw thee fiom thy fiist lesolve 
What haim to hear him ? Woids liave oft pioiUiccd 
The noblest woiks Bomember, 'tis thj child — 

TJiou didst beget him , though he ■weie the woist 
Of sons to thee, yet w ould it ill become 
A father to retuin it Let liim come 
Others like thee have base, unw oi tin cliildren, 
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And yet tbeii’ minds are softened to forgiveness 
By friends’ advice, and all tlieir ivrath subdued. 

Tbink on tliy own unhappy parent’s fate. 

Thence mayst thou learn what dieadful ills have flowed 
From anger’s bitter fountain , tbou, alas ' 

Alt a sad proof, those sightless eyes too well 
Bear witness to it Those who only ask 
What ]ustice warrants, should not ask in vain , 

Nor wdio leceives a benefit, forget 
The hand that gave, but study to repay it 

CEdi You have o’ercome me • vith reluctant pleasure 
I yield My children, be it as you please , 

But if he comes, 0 Theseus ' guard inj life 

The I’ve said enough , no more. I will not boaf.l, 
But thou ait safe if Heaven forsake not me 


Scene II. 

Chorus 
8ti ojylie 

In sacred wisdom’s path is seldom seen 

The wietch, whom sordid love of wealth inspires. 
Neglectful of the happy golden mean, 

^ His soul nor truth nor heavenly knowledge fires , 
No length of days to him can pleasure bung. 

In death alone he finds repose, 

End of his wishes and his woes , 

In that uncomfortable night 
^ Where never music’s charms delight, 

Noi nigin chons then’ hymeneals sing 

Antistiophe. 

The happiest fate of man is not to be ' 

And next in bliss is he who soon as born, 

Fioni the vain world and all its sorrows free, 

Shall w lieiice he came with speediest foot return j 
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For ^ outh lb full of folly, toils, and woes, 

Of war, sedition, pain, and strife. 

With all the busy ills of life, 

Till Jielpless age come creeping on. 

Deserted, fiiendless, and alone. 

Which neithei power 1101 joy noi plea&uie knows. 

JEpode 

The hapless Qildipus, lilce me, 

Is doomed to age and misery , 

E'en as aiound the noithern shoie 
TJie bleak winds howl and tempests loar, 
Contending stoims in tenor meet, 

And dashing waves for ever beat, 

Tims is the uietched king with giief oppiessed. 

And woes on woes af&ict his long-distempered breast 

\EMuni. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. 

(Enipcs, Antigone, Ismene. Chorus. 

Ant This way, my f.ither Lo ' the wi etched man 
Appi caches, unattended, and in tears. 

(Edi. Who comes, my child ? 

Ant. E'en he I told thee of— 

Pool Polynices. 


Scene II. 

PoMNicES, (Edi PUS, Antigone, Ismene, Chorus. 

Pod 0 my sisteis ' see 

Of all mankind the most unhappy. Where 
Shall I begin! shall I lament my own, 

Or shall I weep an aged parent’s fate? 

For, oh ! 'tis horrible to find him thus 
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A vrandeiing exile in a foreign land 5 

In tins mean garb, with wild dishevelled hair, 

Beieft of sight, and destitute, iierhaps, 

Of needful food and noiui&hment Alas ' 

Too late I know it , woithless as I am, 

I flew to succour him, to plead my cause, 

That not fiom others he might hear the talc 
Of my misfortunes Sacied pity sits 
Fast by the thione of Jove, o’er all his uoiks 
Piesiding giacious Oh ' let her inspire 
Thy breast, my fathei Crimes aheady done, 
Which cannot be recalled, may still be healed 
By kind foigiveness why, then, ait thou silent 1 
Oh ' speak, my father , do not turn aside 
Wilt thou not answer ? Wilt thou let me go 
Without one woid , nor tell me whence thy iviath 
Contemptuous springs % My sisters, you at least 
Will try to move his unrelenting heart, 

And loosen his closed lips, that not thus spumed 
And thus unanswered, though a suppliant here 
At Neptune's altai, I retuni with shame 
And foul disgiace 


Ant Say, wherefore didst thou come, 

My hapless brother? Tell thy mournful tale , 

Such IS the power of words, that whether sweet 
They move soft pity, or when bitter uige 
To violence and ■svrath, at least they ope 
Th’ unwilling lips, and make the silent speak 
Poly Tis well advised, and I will tell thee all 
Oh ' may that deity piopitious smile 
W hose altai late I left, n hence Theseus raised 
This wretched suppliant, and in converse free 
Mixed gracious vith me ' May I hope fiom you - 
The lilce benevolence ? And iioiv, my fathei, 

111 tell thee wheiefoie Polynices came 

Thou seest me banished from my nsitivc land 

Unjustly banished, for no other ciime 

But that I strove to keep the throne of Thebes, 

By birthright mine, trom lum who drove me thence, 
I he young Efceocles not his the claim 
By justice, nor to me hxs fame m arms 
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Riiperioi , but by soft peisunsive arts 
lit* \\on the icbel cit} to Jus lovo. 

Thy cmse, luy fatlioi, -was tlie cause of all — 

1 know it Was , for so tlie piiests declaied 
In oiaclcs divine. To Aigos thou 
1 CMiue, and, to Adrastus’ daughter joined 
Jn niniiiage, gamed the Aigivo chiefs, lenowmed 
Poi ni.utial deeds, seven valiant leadeis inarch 
To 'Pliebos, icsohod to couquei or to die 
TJicrotoi 0 to thee, my fatJiei , came I hei c, 

'lo beg tin .ud for me aud these my fiiends, 
C'omp.iinons of the W’ai, wdio tlu eaten Tliebes 
With tlieir united powois, in oidei tJuis 
The wise and biave Amplimians, 01 skilled 
To cast the spear, oi w’lth piophetic tongue 
Disclose the imII of Heaven, with CEiieiis’ son 
*di)tolian Tj’deus, and Eteocles, 

At Algos bom , to these Hippomedon, 

•Sent by T.ilaus, his renowned sue, 

Bold Capaneiis, who threatens soon to laze 
The walls of might}' Thebes, to close the tiain, 
Pnithenopaian Areas comes, the son 
Of Atalaiitis, from her -suigin name 
So called. With these thy hapless son (the child 
Of due misfoitune lather) leads his force 
Fiom Algos to lebelhous Thebes Foi these, 

And foi their childien, loi the lives of all, 
Suppliant to thee we come — 111 humble piayei 
'I'o depiecate thy wiath ag.iinst a wretch 
Who, injuied much, but seeks the vengeance duo 
To a base bi other, whose oppiessive hand 
Ilatli diove me fiom my countiy and my tin one 
If thoie be tiuth 111 what the gods declaxe, 

On him sh.ill victoiy smile foi W'hoin thy vow-s 
Shall nso piopitious, thei'efoie, by oui gods 
And native fountains, oh ' lemit thy anger, 

And smile upon me, on a banished man, 

A beggar like th} self, w ho lives, like thee, 

By others’ bounty — 111 one common fate 

We aie united, w'hilst the tyiant sits 

In ease at home, and laughs oiu w'oes to scoin. 


(JEDIPUS COLOhEUS. 


306 

Yet if thou ouldbt but listen to my vows, 

Soon might I cast him forth, restore thee soon 
To thy deal native land, and ceat myselt 
In my own kingdom Thj’ assent, my fathei , 

Is all I ask , but, oh ’ without tliy aid 
I have no hope of safety or levenge 

Chor For Theseus’ sake, oh ' give him ansuev now. 

And let him go 

(Edi But that the noble Theseus, 

Who hither brought Inm did request it of me, 

He ne’er had heard the voice ef (Edipiis j 

And little pleasure will it now bestoiv 

IJngiateful wretch ' who, when the throne of Thebe'-, 

\twimng to Poiaxioes 

Wheie now thy brother sits, was thine, didst diive 
Thy father hence, to penury and woe, 

Now, when thou seest me in this mean attire. 

Thou weepst my fate because ’tis lilie thy ou 11 , 

But I’ll not weep, foi I can bear it all. 

Still, wicked pamcide. lemembeiing thee, 

The cruel cause of all , thou mad’st me thus 

On otliers’ bounty to rely for food 

And noinishment, for thee, I might have perished, 

But these my pious daughteis, these alone, 

Beyond then sex’s pou ei , with manly aid 
Have cherished and protected me For you, 

Who call yoiusehes m5’’ sons, ye aie not mine — 

I know you not, though Heaven hath spaied ’joii long, 
Death will o’eitake you When thy foices come 
To Thebes, which shall not fall before thy aims, 

Theie soon shalt thou, and thy vile biothei, die 
Long since my cuises did declaie thy fate, 

IWiich lieie I do lepeat, that you may le«\in 
The revel ence due to paients and no moie 
Eepioach a sightless fathei. Look on these, 

My duteous daughters . did they act like you ? 

They never did, and therefore to the throne 
Which you have forfeited shall they succeed, 

If justice still, as she is ever wont, ’ 

Sits at the hand of J ove, Meantime thou worst 
Thou most abandoned of the race of men, ’ ' 
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Scene III. 

CEdipus, Antigone, Ismene, Chorus. 

, OhOR. Presli solTO^vs hath this hapless stranger 
brought 

On me and .all j but so hath Hesiven decieecl, 

Which nothing doth in vain , whilst time beliolds 

And ordeis all, inflicting woe on woe 

But, hailc f the thunder loais almighty Jove ! 

CEdi My daughteis ' 0 my daughteis ! who -will 
bung 

The noble Theseus here, that best of men ? 

Ant Wherefoie, my fatliei, should we call luni 
hither 1 

OEdi This winged lightning fiom the aim of Jove 
Must beai me to the sh.ades belou . Wheie ’s Theseus 1 
Let him be sent for instantlj*^ 

OnoR Again, 

Another dreadful clap i It strikes my soul 
With honor, and my haiis do stand on end 
With fear. Behold, again the lightnings fl.ash * 

I dread the consequence, foi not in vain 
These signs appear of some calamity 
Poi teutons ever, 0 ethereal Jove • 

CEdi Alas > my childien, nought can save me non , 
The fatal hour of my departuie hence 
Draws nigh 

Ant Why tlunkst thou so 1 

GBdj 1 know it well 

Send foi the king nnmedi itely 

CnoR. Alas > 

The thunder rolls on every tide Good Heaien, 

Piotect ust If to this devoted land 
It bodes destruction, let not rum fall 
On me Oh I let not that be oui leuaid 
For jiitying thus a poor desoited strangei 
0 Jove • on thee we cill . and sine us ' 

CEdi Is Theseus come^ shall he onconioie behold me, 
Whilst yet T live, and keep mv pei feet nnnd ? 



joS 


(EDIPVS COLONEUS, 


POLT ’Tis base to fly, and, eldest boin as I am, 

To be the laughter of a younger brother. 

Ast Dost thou not dread the oiacles pronounced 
Agarnst yorr both — death by each other’s liand ? 

Poly I know the sentence , but we must go on 
Ant Alas i and who shall d<rr e to follow thee 
After this dire prediction % 

Poly None shall Icnovr it. 

The piudent general tells the good alone. 

And keeps the thi eaten ed ill unknown to all 

Akt Alt thou determined then, and wilt thou go? 
Poly. Do not dissuade me, for the task is mine , 
And though a father 's fatal curse attend me, 

Though vengeful tunes shall await my stejis, 

Yet I must go May Jove indulgent smile 
On you, my sisters, rf when I am dead, 

As soon I shall be, to m)’’ breathless corpse 
You pay due honours ’ Now, farew ell for ever , 

For living ye shall ne’er again behold me 
Ast Alas ' my biothei < 

Foi-y Do not w eep for me 

Ant Who w^ould not W’eep to see thee itishing thus 
On certam death ? 


Poly. ^ If I must die I must 

Ant Yet be persuaded 

Ask me not to do 

A deed unworthy of me. 

Losing thee, 

r shall be most unhapp}’’ 

POLl Tq gQjJj, 

-Viniie belong the fate of mortals some 
Are hoMi to liapianess and some to woe ‘ 

You may they guard from eveiy ill, for suie 
j 0 ment all the good they can bestow 


[A’j,?/ Polvnices 
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ScE.Nn III. 

CBDirL«f, A^TIGoyr:, Ismlne, Chorus. 

, ChOr. SOI lows hath this hapless stfanger 

hi ought 

On mo and all , but so hath Heaven decieecl, 

Inch nothing cloth in vain^ whilst time beholds 
And oidois all, inflicting woo on woe 
But, Imilv ' the thundei loais almiglity Jove ! 

CEdi daughtois I 0 my daughteis 1 who will 
bung 

The noble Theseus here, that best of men ? 

Avr AVheiefoi'e, nij'' fathei, should we call Inm 
hithci ? 

05di. This w’jiigcd lightning fioin the arm of Jove 
Slust be,ai me to tlie shades below Wheie’s Theseus! 
Let him be cent foi instantlv 

Onoii Again, 

Another dreadful clap I It stiikes my soul 
With honor, and my bans do stand on end 
With foal. Beliold, again the lightnings flash • 

I clioad the consequence, foi not in vain 
TJiese signs appear of some calamity 
Poi teutons evei, 0 etlieieal Jove • 

(Eor. Alas I my children, nought can save me now 
The fatal liour of my departine hence 
Draws nigh 

Axt Why tliinkst thou so! 

OUdi 1 know it well. 

Send foi the king immcdi iteh 

CiiOB, Alas • 

The thunder rolls on every side Good Heaven, 

Protect us* If to tins devoted land 
It bodes destruction, let not rum fall 
On me. Oh I let not that be oui lewaicl 
For pitying thus a poor deserted strangei 
0 Jove I on tliee we call : protect and save us ! 

QSni Is Theseus come ^ shall he once moie behold me, 
Whilst yet T live, and keep my perfect mind ? 
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Toly ’Tis base to fly, and, eldest boin as 1 am, 

To be the laughter of a youngei bi other. 

Ant Dost thou not diead the oxacles pionounced 
Against you both — death by each othei’s hand ? 

Poly I know the sentence , but n e must go on 
Ant Alas • and who shall dare to follow thee 
After this dire piediction ? 

Poly None .shall know it. 

The piudent general tells the good alone, 

And keeps the thieatened ill unknown to all 

Ant Art thou determined then, and wilt thou go ? 
Poly Do not dissuade me, for the task is mine , 
And though a fathei’s fatal cuise attend me. 

Though vengeful tunes shall await my steps, 

Yet I must go May Jove indulgent smile 
On 5 ou, my sisters, if when I am dead, 

As soon I shall be, to my breathless corpse 
You pay due honours • Now, fareuell foi ever, 

For living ye shall ne’er again behold me 
Ant Alas > my bi other > 

Foly Do not veep for me 

Ant Who would not weep to see thee rushing thus 
On certain death ? 

Poly ^ If I must die, I must 

Ant Yet bo persuaded 

Foly. Ask me not to do 

A deed unworthy of me. 

Losing thee, 

r shall he most unhappy 
Foli To the gods 

Alone belong the fate of moitals some 
jUe boin to happiness and some to ivoe ' 

You may they guard from eveiy ill, for sine 
j c merit all the good thev cin.n lipafnw- 


rood they can bestow 


\But Folynices 
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Scene IIT. 

(Edipus, Antigone, Ismenf, Churls. 

, ChOr Piesli soiTows hath this hapless stian^'cr 
bi ought 

On me and all , but so hath Heaven decicecl 
Which nothing doth in vain, ■whilst time liohohK 
And ordeis all, inflicting ivoe on 1100 
But, haik I the thunder loais almighty Jo\c ’ 

CEdi My daughter ' 0 my daughters ' w ho w ill 
bung 

The noble Theseus here, that best of men ? 

Ant Wheiefoie, m}'^ father, should we call him 
liithei ? 

CEdi This wmged lightning fiom the aim of Jo\o 
Must beai me to the shades below AVhei e Tlip'-ens ? 
Let him be sent foi instantly 

CnoR ‘ Again, 

Another dreadful clap > It stiikes my <=onI 
With lion 01, and iiiy hail's do stand on enrl 
With fear. Behold, again the hghlnings flash * 

I diead the consequence, foi not in lain 
These signs appeal of some calamity 
Portentous evei 0 ethereal Jove ’ 

CEdi, Alas • my childieii, nought c.in s.i\c me now , 
The fatal houi of my depaituie hence 
Draws nigh 

Ant Wh^ thinksf thou so? 

CEdi I know 11 lufl 

Send foi the king iimiiedi itel\ 

OiiOR, * Ah-'' 

The thunder rolls on every ^lde Cloofi nca''’*ii. 

Piotect us* If to this devoted land 
It bodes desti action, let not min f dJ 
On me. Oh ! let not that be om lew.ud 
Foi pitiing thus a poor dc^eitod ^ti inrct 
0 Jo\o I on thee we till . 

Q^di Is Theseus come ^ sjj »1I ]»> oms 1 'on* «*' i > * i 
Whilst \o( 1 h\c and k«>ej> iin mi • i* 
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Chor. 

OBdi 


What secret hast thou to leveal to him ? 

I owe him much, and would i epay lus goodness, 


E’en as I pi omised him. 

(jjjoR Oh' haste, my son; 

At Neptune’s altar leave the saciifice 

And hither fly, £oi (Edipus, to thee 

And to thy countiy grateful, waits to pay 

Thy bounties Haste, 0 Theseus ' to leceive them. 


Scene IV. 

Theseus, CEdipus, Antigone, Ismene, Chorus 

The Again this noise, this mid .astonishment, 
Amongst you all ' Was CEdipus the can've ? 

Oi did the bolt of Jove and rushing hail 
Afiiight you^ When the god in i aging storms 
Descends thus dieadful, we have cause to feai. 

CEdi 0 kuig ' thou com’st in happy hour , some god 
Propitious led thee hither 
The Son of Laius, 

What new event hath happened ? 

(Em Know, my life 

At length is verging to its latest houi , 

I wish to die, but fust my vows to thee, 

And to this city, faithful must perfoim 
The But who hath told thee thou so soon shaft die 1 
(Em The gods themselves, who never uttei falsehood. 
By signs infallible have warned me of it. 

The How spake they to thee 1 
CEm ^ In repeated thunder 

And lightning from th’ all powerful hand of Jove 
The I do believe thee, for thy prophecies 
Weie never false ; but say, what must be done] 

CEm 0 son of ^Egeus ' 1 will tell thee all 
The bliss leseived for thee in thy age — 

Foi thee, and for thy countiy. 1 must go 
To my appointed place, and theie shall die . 

I go witliout a guide, noi must thou tell 
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To moit.il o.ii* ^\hel*e QStlipus doth he, 

For ever hid. 0 Icing ' that sacied place ^ 
Shall bo thy smo defence, and bettei fai 
Than many a shield, or all the soci.il aid 
Of firm alliance in the field of wai 


What more lemains, unutterable noiv, 

Of liighei impoit, thithei uhen thou com’st 
To thee alone shall be dehveied, nought 
Shall I reveal, or to the citizens, 

Or e'en to those, beloved as they aie, 

3VIy pious daughters Thou must ever keep 
The solemn sepiet, only, uhen thy life 
Dmu's ne.ar its end, disclose it to thy son, 

Heir of thy kingdom, and to him alone 
Fioin kuig to king thus shall the tale devolve, 

And thus thy Athens be for ever safe 
Fiom Theban foice, even the best of cities, 

Wlieie 3 ustico rules, may swerve fiom viitue s laws 
And be oppiessive , but the gods, though late, 

Will one day punish all who disobey 

Then sacred mandates, theiefoie, son of ^geus. 

Be caieful and be just but this to thee 
I need not say. Quick, let us to the place, 

For so the gods deciee, theie must I go, 

Thence nevei to leturn. Come then, my daugliici'. . 
Long have you been my pious guides , hencefoi tii 
I must be yoiu's. Follow, but touch me not , 

Let me find out the tomb udieie I must hide 

!My iioor lemains . that uay mj' louiney hes 

’’ ^ [Pomdni/ u'lth ///«. Ian 

Aivay thou god of shades, gi eat Meicuip, ^ 

And Pioseipine, infernal poweis, conduct me. 

0 sightless eyes I wheie aie ye« Nevei moie 
Shall these hands touch your unavailing oibs. 

O light and life ' faieu ell at length 1 go 
To hide me in the tomb, but oh ' for thee. 

My best beloved fiiend, and this fan land. 

And these thy subjects, may piospeiity 
Attend you still, and may you wmetimes deioH 
Amidst your bliss to think on CEdipus ( • 

Chou. Goddess iimsible, on thee ue call, 
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If thee we may invoke. Pioseipma, and thee 
Great Pluto, king of shades, oh ' giant 
That not, oppressed by tortuung pain, 

Beneath the stioke of death he linger long, 

But swift with easy steps descend. 

To Styx’s diear abode , 

Foi he hath led a life of toil and pain ; 
x\Iay the just gods repay Ins undeseived woe ' 

Ye goddesses leveied, wdio dnrell 
Beneath the eaith deep hid, and thou, 

Who, barking from thy gloomy cave, 

Unqonquered Ceibeius, guardst the ghosts below, 
On thee, 0 son of Tai tarns ' w'e call, 

For thou ait ever wakeful — lead, oh' lead 
To thy dark mansions tins unhappy strangei 



ACT V. 


Scene I. 

Messbkgeb, Chorus. 

Messenger 0 citizens ' I come to tell a tale — — 
But to be bnef, know, CEdipus is dead. 

To speak the mannei and stiange circumstance 
Of his departure will requiie more uords. 

And calls for your attention. ' 

CnoR Is gQjjg ^ 

Unh.appy man ' 

Mrs Foi ei’-er hath he left 

The path of life 

tooR How died he ? -by the hand 

Of Heaven dismissed, without disease or pain? 

iUes Oh I twas a scene of wonder. How he left 
This place, and, self-conducted, led us on, ' 
pUnd as he was, ye all remember w^ll, 
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Soon as lie came to wlieie the craggy steep 
'With biazen steps leads to the hollow gulf, 
Tniere vaiious paths unite, a place lenovmed 
Foi* the famed league of Theseus and his fnend, 
Between Achei dus and the Thracian rock, 


On a sepulclu’al stone he sat him down ; 

Pulled oil the hltliy Aveeds he long had uoin, 

And bade Ins daughteis instantly piepaie 
The bath and splendid gaib, Anth hasty steps 
To Geies* neighbouiing altai they repair 
Obedient, bung the Aessel, and the lobe 
Puneieal All things done as custom bids 
For dung men, sudden a dieadful clap ^ 

Of thundei shook the giound, the A'ligins trembled, 
And clinging feaiful lound them fathei s knees 
Beat then sad bi easts, and A\ept Soon as he heaid 
The sound poi teutons, he embraced his daughters 
“ Childien,” he cued, ‘'3’'oui fathei is no more, 

JTo longer shall you lead a life of 2iain, 

]!?'o longei toil foi CEdipus Alas ' 

’Twas dieadful to you, but this day, my chudien, 
Shall end youi soiioaas and my life together. 

IfOA’ei did fathei love his daughtei'S moie 
Than I haA-e loA*ed , but henceforth you must live 
Without yoiu CEdipus Farewell foi evei 1 
He spake, and long, m sad embraces joined. 

They Avept aloud, at length did clamoious giiet 
To sileut sorrow j'leW, and all ^^as stilly 
When suddenly AA*e heaid a A'Oice that oft 
Repeated, “ CEdipus, why this delay? 

Wheie ai t thou, CEdipus ? ” The aau etched lung, 
AttentiA'e to the call of HeaA’en desued 
That Theseus might be sent for , Theseus came, 
SMien thus the dpng exile “ O my fiieud ^ 
Give me thy hand my daughters give him joum. 

Let this, my deaiest Theseus, be the pledge 

Of amity between a'ou , pi'omise here 

That YOU Avill ne’ei foisake my hapless „ 

But henceforth cherish, comfort, and piotect them. 

The geneious king, in pity to their Avoes, 

Yowed to perfom Avhat (Bdipus desired. 
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The father threw his feeble arms around 

His weeping children. “You,” he cried, “ must learn 

To bear your suffeiiugs with an equal mind, 

And leave this place , lor not to inoi bal eye 
Is given to see my future fate Away ' 

Theseus alone must stay, and know it all ” 

This did we hear him utter as we stood 
Attentive, when his duteous daughters left him. 

And went their nay, we wept, and followed them 
Soon we letiuned, but (Edipus was gone, 

The king alone lemaining, as if struck 
With tenor at some dreadful spectacle. 

Had nitli Ills hand o’ei -veiled his downcast e\e; 

A little aftei, ne beheld him bend 

In humble adoiation to the earth 

And then to heaven prefei his ardent pnuei. 

How the pool exile polished none can tell 
But Theseus, nor the heiv blast of .love 
Destioved noi sea o’ei whelmed hiin, but fiom heaien 
Rome messengei divine did snatch him hence, - 
Or power infeiii.d bade the pitying earth 
Open her peaceful bosom to recen*e him , 

Without a gioan, disease, or pain he fell 
’Twas noiidious all to those who ciedit not 
This strange lepoit, 1 answer, Tis most true 

CiiOK W^heie aie his daiighteis, with their weeping 
fiiends 

Who followed them’ 

Tliey cannot be far oflT, 

The voice of grief I hear proclaims them nigh. 


Scene II. 

Antigone, Ismene {^oith Attendants ), Messenger, 
Chorus. 

Oui fathei s fate, the fate of all his race ^ 

Long since unhappy. Vaiious weie the toils, 
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The laboui*, ^^e endmecl, but this is far, 

Fai’ above all, umitteiable uoe. 

CiroR AVliat is it ^ 

A^T Oh ' it cannot be concen ed 

CiiOK. lb he then dead ? 

A.NT. lie lb, hib death ua'. btiang:e 

And wondeiful, foi not in •vvai he fell, 

Xoi did the sea o’envhelm him but the eaith 
Hath hid him fioui us deadly night hath cloberl 
Our eyes in wdne^s m hethei 0 ei the beas 
Wo itiani. 01 exiles m a foieign land 
Lead oui sad daj s, u e must bo still unhappy. 

-Vlas ' 1 only uisli 1 might have died 
AVith niy poor tathei uheiefoie should I abk 
Foi longei litel 

Chou Yc good and pious daughteis 

JRemenibei. what the will of Heaven deciees 
With patience w e must beai , mdulge not then 
Excess of giief — j’our faith hath not deseived it 
Axt Oh • I was fond of miseiy with him . 

E’en w hat w as most unlovely gi'ew beloved 
AVhen he was wTth me, 0 my dearest fathei ' 

Beneath the earth now’ 111 deep daikness hid. 

Worn as thou weit with age, to me thou still 
Weit deal, and shalt be ever. 

Chor Xow his course 

Is finished 

Axt. Even as he wished he died 
In a stiange land — foi such w.as his desire , 

A shady tuif coieied his lifeless limbs, 

Xoi unlamented tell , foi oh ' these eves 
^y father, still shall weep foi thee, 1101 time 
Eie blot thee from mv memoiy. 

Ism. Ala<? ' 

Alas ' my sister, what must be oui fate, 

Foiloin and helpless, of oui fathei thus 
Bereft ? 

Chor His end was happ)*, theiefoio cca«;o 
Your fiiutless tears fiom soirow none is fiee 
Ax*t. Let us be gone. 

Ism But wheie ? 
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Akt. 

Ism 

Ant. To see the tomb. 


Ism 


Ant. 

Ism But is it lawful ? 
Akt 


Keprove me, mj’ Ismene 
Ism 


T wish 

Oh' what? 


Whose tomb ? 

Oui‘ father’s 
Knowst thou that? 

AYh} 

? 

He IS yet 


Oh' 

thus 


IJn buried, and without 

there, 

Then kill me if thou wult, for wheie, alas ! 

Can I betake me ? 

Chor Fiiend.s, be comforted 

Ant Where shall I fly? 

Chor Thou hast alieady ’scaped 

Unnumbeied ills 

Ant. I m thinking, my Ismene 

Ism What thinkst thou ? 

Ant How w’e shall get home 

Chor Ho more ; 

Thou hast been long familiar with affliction 
Ant My life hath ever been a life of pain 
And sorrow', but this far exceeds them all 
Chor The stoim beats hard upon you 
Ant. - Oh ' it doth. 

Chor I know it must 

Ant Oh ' W'hither shall we fly ? 

Great Jove ' what hope remains? 

Ghor Suppress your griefs , 

We should not weep for those who wushed to die, 

And meet their fate wuth pleasure , ’tis not just 
Hor lawful to lament them. 


Scene III, 


Theseus, Antigone, Ismene, Chorus 
S on of uEgeus, 

Dupphant to thee we come. 
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Tni:.* WJut would -^e of me ? 

An'T. Poium us but to soo our fatlieib tomb. 

Tiir It is not lauful 

AxT ' Ob ' what sayst thou, king i 

Tiin Know, pious \ngiiis, OEdipus himself 
Forbiiilo tint any should appi oacli bis tomb , 

That sacred spot, which he possesses theie, 

Xo mort.il must profane , to me, he said, 

It careful I pci formed his last command. 

Should joy and safety come, u ith victoiy 
And peace to Atheais j this a oui gods did hear 
Confirmed by the sacied oath of Jove 

Axt If such our father’s \vill, ive must submit . 

But, oh * permit us to revisit Thebes, 

That so we may pi event th’ impending fate 

Of our dear biotheis. 

Tnu All that you lequest, 

Or may be grateful to that hoiiouied shade 
Whose memoiy uo leveie, I fieely grant, 

Foi I must not be weaiy of my task 

Chob Kemember, virgins, to lepiess youi sorrows, 

And cease your fiuitloss giief , foi ^ 

Dccieed by fate, and all the woik of Heaven 
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